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PEDICATION: To William Shatner 








lt must be so rare in an actor's career to have a role grow larger than its creator, 
and frightening at times. Thus we are grateful for the courage with which you have 

not only met, but embraced, this phenomenon. Thank you, now and always, for sustaining 
James Tiberius Kirk as a living image. He will ever remain a reminder, a goal, of the 
essential concept of "hero" -- one who is above all human, with all the dreams and joys 
and agonies so characteristic of this peculiar species of ours. Indeed, the adventure 
is just beginning, and how delighted we are to have you leading the way. 
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"Uhura! I thought I made it clear when 


we got rid of the TrrbbLes: 


no more pets!!!" 


ADDENDA TO THE THIRD EDITION 


It's all here, folks, everything from 
the first crowded edition -- all that has 
been purposefully omitted are the most 
glaring of grammatical errors.-- though | 
thought |'d never reach the end of some of 
the micromineaturized pages. 

Even though five years have passed since 
|'ve read much of the material contained herein, 
l'm gratified at how much remains relevant 
(but only the Preserver in me saved some 
material from the editorial axe this Time 
around!) In many ways this was a bit of Time 
travel, going back to the appearance of the 
first ST film and our hopes for the future. 

A most pleasurable journey it has been, and 
now | promise to let this poor zine alone 
-- no more changes! 


LL&P ? 


Vel Jaeger 
Clearwater FL 
March 1986 


= BRIPTORIAL RAMBLIFEGS — 


Traditionally, this is where a zine editor tells what went wrong by way of apologia for what Is too 
late to change. It's also a place to relate with pride what went right, who shares the credit, and a few 
other last minute mental meanderings of a mind gone blooey from Inhaling liquid paper and rubber cement 
fumes. Bear in mind that our last zIne was published two years ago (October, 1979) and a great deal has 
happened to explain. Hang In there while | relate some of the exhilarations and ecstacies of small press 
publishing. 

What went wrong: 1) the pages In "Somewhere: Thataway ..." that are upside down are entirely the 
fault of the printer. | explained It clearly, the owner understood it clearly; however, the guy who actu- 
ally did the printing .... At the time | hadn't had much dealings with real printers, having always 
scrounged our newsletter copying. Now, of course, !| would immediately say, "You fools! Do it over 'til! 
you get it right!® See what a monster an editorship creates? 2) Skimpy margins lost in the binding: 

a few are my fault, but | can only prepare the master ——- the positioning on the master is someone else's 
task. 3) Typos: normally !'d blame them on a proofreader, but since we didn't have one this time, I'1!| 
have to bear that responsibility. You really find out who your friends are when you try to collar people 
To scan forty or fifty pages at a whack for minute errors! But my BA degree is In German, not English, 

so | can't claim to be an authority anyway. 4) Eyestrain: sorry, but It was a matter of reducing as 

many pages as possible to save on printing costs. Rather than retype some of the long stories, they were 
sub jected to more drastic shrinking than others. * 

Content: (1! hope this can come under the category of "What Is right with the zine"). Appearances 
to the contrary, | do have an editorial policy which | used as a guideline for selecting material for 


TaL tlt: | tried to have as wide a variety of subjects, styles, and formats as possible. In other words, 
"A little something for everybody!" Remember the first letter you SIG members received from me? It was 
usually signed, "coordinator/editor," and that order was intentional. 1! see my basic function for the 


SIG as combining the efforts of the members Into an understandable whole. This zine (and its original 
form, the newsletter) is not my personal vehicle for expression; It Is not supposed to be a showcase for 
my efforts, except as that of one member among equals. A few biases have crept in, no doubt, but I hope 
they are not too noticeable; there Is material in Tal !1 which | disagree with 100%, and that about which 
| am undecided or neutral —- if | have done my job properly you shouldn't be able to tell what falls into 
which of these categories. 

The major reason for all of the confusion and delays in publication ts that | have had to move so 
often -- three times since March 1980 -- and will be moving to California fn another month or two. To 
help finance some of my fannish travels (five cons of various size so far this year) | took on a part- 
time job (substitute high school teacher) that unexpectedly grew to full time during my last two months 
in South Carolina. Add to that my struggling efforts at an art career (two of those trips really were 
part business, to enter art shows), three kids and those assorted problems (that shout of joy you heard 
on 31 August was my youngest entering Kindergarten -- she was happy about it, too), repair bills to my 
typewriter that totalled over $150 -- | think you'll end up gasping in amazement that this zine is in your 
hands at all! I know | am! 

Will there be a TaLIIIl? | sertously doubt It. | won't say "no" right now, as | don't know what 
I'll find in California in the way of printing arrangements. The only reason this came out anywhere near 
my late summer estimation is because I'm doing some part-time work at our local copy center. | hung around 
there so much with work for the zine that they finaily hired me to help with the large jobs. What 
will our burgeoning SIG writers do with material that is too long for TREKisM? I've listed zines (see 
page 155 ) that I'm fairly certain are accepting submissions as of now, or may consider the material for 
future issues. Another reason for the TaL was to keep our newsletter material In print, but as it now 
looks fairly certain that we'|l| be able to maintain reprints of back issues, that reason has also fallen 
by the wayside. 

All of this sounds like I've done the whole zine project by my lonesome -- au contraire! | owe a 
large debt to many talented and faithful contributors. I wrote a lot of the material for the first TaL 
simply to fill the pages -- in this Issue | had to decide what not to print, an exquisite agony for any 
editor. But special thanks go to LaVena Kay Kidd -- not only is she our charter member, but she began 
with an offer to be our illustrator. Without her talented pen this would be a dul! publication indeed. 
Others in Mensa have recognized her talents by bestowing the Editors' Award for Art at the Annual Mensa 
Gathering this past June —- for the third year in a row (for her work on "Sunflower Seeds," the Kansas 
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Local Group newsletter). We also owe much to our stalwart columnists, Rosemarle Elerman and Sandra Cun- 
ningham. Rose has diligently worked on her INSUFFICIENT DATA column since she joined us with Issue #3, 
and Sandee has helped us locate and share much enjoyable fan fiction (| hated having to make the decision 
to not reprint all of her reviews here -- but they are all going to be kept avatlable as separate reprints). 
I'm tempted to list everyone who's contributed to the SIG, but there Just Isn't room. I'm also grateful 
for the support of those who write only seldom or never: your $4 and $5 subscripbtions (and those kind 
souls who foss in extra stamps with their letters -- Ginny Thorn Is particularly thoughty about that) 
help bring the newsletter to the rest, and I'm not about to henpeck you for material now, nor in the 
future. We all contribute in our own way, even silently, and | thank you all. 

Various other acknowledgements must not be forgotten: Joann Keesey (Boston MA), Pat Spath (Marletta 
PA), and Marilyn & Bob Callan (formerly of Camp Lejeune NC) -- for slave labor In printing pages 9-50. 
Don't ask how they did it, Just think kindly of them. The rest of the zine, Including the covers, was 
done by Kwality Kopies of Clearwater FL on a Xerox 8200 copier. About equal time should go to Taster's 
Choice and Old Milwaukee, depending on whether | was typing In the wee hours or pulling my hair out over 
the latest snafu! And of course, there Is always my gratitude to Mensa, for Introducing me to so many 
fascinating people, and for giving me such an exciting forum for ideas. Our SIG is now in Its fifth year, 
and | can keep this up as long as you can. 1! can't forget Ruth Brelsinger, who helped with the typing 
(hers are the neat pages), good advice, and moral support. And. uppermost In my thoughts, even though 
at the bottom of this list, is Staff Sergeant Charles F. Jaeger !!,USMC -- husband and friend -- giving 
years of patience and understanding, enduring the uncooked meals and unswept floors, the $ spent on 
"just one more con, zine, etc," a sympathetic ear when everything went wrong, and my rock of reality 
when I'm floating off In my dream worlds. 

| recently read a poem which referred to a year's passing "like a rock skidding over hard Ice" — 
if ever there was a year In which that were true, this has been it. This has been sheer madness, but 
a labor of love and worth every minute. 

Peace and Long Life, 


8 September 1981 
Clearwater, Florida 
(fittingly, Star Trek's 15th Anniversary) 


*Problems 1, 2, 3, & 4 have been corrected itn the Third Edition; the typo symdrom fs still in full effect. 


Kink Spock & Tue CnTERPRISE 


“Ge 
Aenea 






See Christina. 
Run, Christina Run. 
Run, Run, Run. 






See Dr Mc Coy. 


He has just sai Jim, he’s dead. 
for the 156% time. 


Medicine hasnt advanced much in 
the 23” centiry. 


— 
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SPARE HERO 
_ Break Glass 
in Emergency 






See the |ribble. 
Tribbles [ike to eat. 

Eat Tri bble, eat. 

Even if iT is the Gplain's 
chicken sandwich. 





See the Spare Hero. 

See Captain Kirk in danger: 
See Captain Kirk break glass. 
See Spare Hero in danger. 





See the Great Bird of the 
Galaxy. | 
Run NBC eyectilive run. 


Run, Run, Kun. 
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\See Janice Rand. 

iff Look quick nick quick. 
This is al yo Ke: of 

Janice Rand. 


Darn! Darn! Darnl 


See the Klingon. 
K] ingons are naSty- 
See Gaiain Kirk. 
Capiam Kirk is nice, 
Nice, Nice. 
Please don't 
throw -up, Klingon. \ ve 










See the Gor n dance. 
See the Crew dance. 
Tt's Party Time. 

Tegal Toga! TOGA! 
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See Mr Chekav. 
See Mr Chekovs hat 
Does someone need 
a haircut! 







Bounce : B 
Une 


See Dr. McCoy. 


He is nots brickla 


He is not. a comp 


cay 
¢* a ae 
3. « 1 oss 
l | I 
| ; | ] 
mak = %, o 
cc coal 
, yf 
t ? 


@* 


Ts he a doclor? 


See the Eriterprise under allack.. 


Bounce Sulu bounce, 














the Engines smoke. 
See Scothe smoke, 


See the Enilerprise and Seathe 
get high, high, high! 


Hear Uhurasa » Gplain, 
I'm frightened: , 
See Uhurahit WrilerOc¢ 
witha Cream Pre. 
Happy, happy, happy 

Lad iy! 
experi: 









See Jesco von fattkamer. 
Ts} he from the 20” 
Hurray sharray jhurray! 
Nasa finally got whe 
Space Shuttle 
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See the Captain's Chair. 
See Mr Decker 
Goodbye Mc Dec Ker. geedbye- 


UP 


See Kevin Ri ley. 

evin Riley likes Sing. 
Ae ache crew like Kevin's 
singing’ 





Kirk and Speck see +he planer 

Shall we invade the planet? 

Remember the Rime Directive, Kirk and 
Sp ock. 

Jee all the females on the planet 

Lets invade and forget the Frime 

Directive. 


Keystone Kops of the 
Federation. 





“Romulans. 


Could this be their new Cloaking device? 
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See the Wanted Aster 

See the Captain's picture. 

Hasnt the Captain been 

busy, busy, busy? Ses Satie’ Vices 
See Apellos Knees. 
See Uhuras Knees: 
See why only fomale 
Crew members wear 


short skies. 


| Eyes: Hazel 
| Hair: Light 
Brown 





JAMES T. KIRK 


Wasted by: Mll3 crealiire | Tanice Rand,Eve “Huron, And 
Miri, Or HelenNoel, lenore karid ‘an, eon L+ Aree] ye cath 
neeet| Peay eines ag ferent ound, Dr Janat Wallace, Shahna, 
o 1 rasilla, Veeia ; Reena 
Or. Janice Lester, Chie Di Falco ‘and ea. ne sei ae: 








See Spock. 
He is getting tlabby. 
Someone Too K his bicycle again. 
Boo Hoo Hoo!!! - 
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See fhe compuler 

The Compuféris smartsmar, mar} 
See theonly personon the Enférprise who 
undersfands the compujer 






Ceaesas 
PaSTS 4 


See Spock. 
Run Speck run. 
Kan run,run. 





Story lou: 

aS 
“The Kidds" 

laVena Wrt & Inking 
liz by 


Patrick LaVena Kay Kidd 
Lucky ©1980 
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, Waa 
Spoor 








Every Rip - 0% 
artist in the Galax 


> \, \\muast be Here 
_f S 
O& course, 
| laddie Buck! 
AK Want to Buy a 
‘ “Tri bble| 





ON CONVENTIONAL OCCASIONS 


The following Its a conglomeration of reports, interviews, and reminiscences from TREKIsM members and 
friends. Some have already been recorded [n the regular issues of TIsM, while others are new additions. 
We firmly belleve that a con report Is never too old to share, and thus begin with one from 1979, relayed 
by Catherine L. Whitehead of Pittsburgh. You should be advised that Cathie is an unabashed Kiingon sup- 
porter and, we suspect, agent. 


The Convention was the Star Trek America Con, which took place in NYC over Labor Day Weekend 1979. 
The guests were Walter Koenig, Nichele Nichols, Angelique Pettyjohn (she played Shahna in THE GAMESTERS 
OF TRISKELION), Jesco von Puttkamer, and Isaac Asimov. There was a good panel on fanzines, Introducing 
some of the fonger-establ ished ones to those of us who were new to the "zine scene." There was a good 
talk by Bill Hickey, who lived the ultimate fan dream. | don't know {if you've ever met Bill, but he 
sells the uniform shirts, and when he was a little heavier he bore a striking resemblence to Shatner. 

He got a chance to be In the movie, and his talk was a fan's eye view of actually being on the set and 
mingling with the "great ones." One of the things | enjoyed:most about the Con was a little ten-minute 
short done like a movie promotional trailer reel. It was called “Hardware Wars" and was recommended 

by one of the editors of Starlog, whom we met at a Chinese restaurant one evening. It was STAR WARS 
with appliances, and It was hysterical. The Millenium Falcon was a steam iron, the tie fighters were 
toasters, r2d2 was a canitster-type vacuum cleaner, C3PO was the Tin Man from the Wizard of Oz, and the 
Death Star was a waffle Iron. 

We got dressed up, but didn't enter the costume contest. After the judging was over we went To 
the bar for a quick drink and were admitted, while others who were In costume weren't permitted into 
the lounge. | think they were afrald of us -- we were all carrying swords. Another strange incident 
happened In the bar after my friend's husband left to take their son to answer a call of nature. A four- 
some of gentlemen entered the bar and spotted us sitting there, bifurcated eyebrows and all. One of 
them yelled, "We love you!" and headed for us while we were trying to crawl under the table from embarr- 
assment. One of them leaned down and got almost nose to nose with us and said something In a fervent 
tone of voice (I have no idea what language he was speaking, or what he said), then he kissed our hands 
and left with his friends. Either he really dug Klingons, or he was congratulating us on our release 
from the "Home" -—- I'm really not sure which. 

One thing which upset me about the con was the attitude of the hotel toward us. Not only were their 
prices exorbitant, but they referred to everyone who came to the convention as a “bunch of freaks," at 
the same time they were picking our pockets. There was an obscenity scrawled on my door (no, | didn't 
do It), which we had to call about several times before anything was done about cleaning it up. The 
worst thing happened to my friends, who had driven up. They weren't told anything about parking rates 
when they checked in, but as they were leaving the Bell Captain informed them that it cost $50 per day 
for parking, and presented them with a bill for $150. They are stiil seething. I! wanted to go to one 
of the big cons in NY, just to see what they were like. Well, i've seen, and | don't think I'II go back. 
It had nothing to do with the con itself, or the people who ran it, but the attitude of the hotel was 
areal turn-off. The same people are giving a con in Philadelphia in November, and | think maybe I['I| 
aim for that one, If | can afford it. 


REPORT ON (PART OF) STELLAR CON V -- from Amy J. Saenz, Charlotte NC 


We trek (!) from Charlotte to Greensboro on 8005.22, the second day of the Con, thereby missing 
George Takei, who was only In attendance for the evening of 8005.21. Hear from several sources that 
GT is amazing person -- puts one at ease immediately, making a stranger feel |Ike old friend. Some 
25 people were lucky enough to obtain his book, MIRROR FRIEND, MIRROR FOE, co-authored by Bob Asprin, 
and get GT to autograph same. (University bookstore having been stung when they sold two books by a pre- 
vious guest -- an anthropologist -- play cards close to vest and only order 25 books by Takei. These 
sell out in about twenty mintues. Sigh. 

Back to beginning: My friend V and ! register at small, economic (cheap!) motel. Obtain map of 
city. We drive to UNC-G campus, as students' club is sponsoring con. Having found campus, have no clue 
re whereabouts of Con. Park car, tippy-toe up to police cruiser and ask Greensboro's finest, Where Is 
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Con? He says, follow me. (Seems used to Idea of encounters with lost and disoriented aliens!) 

We arrive with police escort! He even waits untI! natives vacate parking space for us. Earth may 
not be so hot, but this Greensboro Is okay! 

We walk toward con bullding. Across street from us, spot Vulcan In Starfleet unlform (pre-ST: TMP); 
grab V and shout, Look! V stops dead In tracks, exclaims, Look at him! No doubt about It; we are clever 
pair!) 

Enter building, register for con. See elven warrior, storm trooper, Superman. No big deal; al! 
at home tn this spaceport. 

By mistake, enter room where NASA presentation being given. Are welcomed, given free Voyager (remem- 
ber V'Ger?) poster, see col lege-student-produced movie, DARK STAR. Good job; well done! 

Find cantina. Find out "Sulu-cide" Is mixture of Pepsi, Mountain Dew, Dr. Pepper, etc. Yecch. 
Find out “Martian Mafze" Is popcorn. Oh well, can't win ‘em all. 

Attend talk by Joan Winston. Consists mostly of underground Trekker ballads. Where did she find 
these records? "The Eagle Has Landed" Is beautiful. Buy STARTOONS, get her autograph. Nice lady, but 
| could do what she does. Practice by saying "Len," "Bill," and "De." Have to go now; don't want to 
miss Blooper Ree! -- have never seen this. 

intercepted by Han Solo: You're leaving? Yes, have never seen Blooper Reel, etc. You've NEVER 
SEEN THE BLOOPER REEL? (By now whole galaxy knows.) Solo grabs con official! and makes sure Blooper 
Ree! is being set up. Advises us, you haven't been to a con until you've seen the Blooper Reel! 

See BR. Strange experience. How can Nimoy, Shatner, et al go charging up to those doors so confi- 
dently after bouncing off them so many times? Learn that Mr. Spock has a weakness for Tootsie Pops (Aww, 
cute!) 

Go to Huckster Room. Buy print of Kirk, Spock, Enterprise as seen [n TMP. Have artists sign same. 
Dilemma: wil! probably be worth money some day. No way will ever part with this. Resolve to haunt 
whichever of heirs does sellthe relic! 

Go to Costume Call. Before contestants appear, view movie about Dracula, filmed by twelve-year- 
old. Drac bites prepubescent (players are also about twelve) female for third time; someone in audience 
says, She's dead, Jim. 

Costume call at last. Two ladies dressed as Vulcan Masters a la ST:TMP win. One puts Spock pinch 
on MC, who happens to be same Han Solo encountered earlier. He drops like stone. Regains feet, Is ap- 
proached by young man with gorgeous young lady In arms. Young man inquires of Solo, You got change for 
a Ten? 

Attend showing of SILENT RUNNING, while V goes off to see pilot of BATTLESTAR GALACTICA. V returns 
in time to see ST episode, CITY ON THE EDGE OF FOREVER. Problem: Is after midnight, and UNC-G official- 
dom (obviously having been Infiltrated by Klingons) declare Enough is Enough! Out! 

Con official apologizes, vows vengeance. 

8003.25. V and | breakfast on coffee, decide to head home. Oh well, Is always next year to look 
forward to! 


o980.9¢6c86C C68 


FLORIDA SPACE FESTIVAL - from Ye Roving Editor 


| really hate to bring this up, but the reason George left NC was to attend our Con in Tampa, held 
March 25 and 24. Committee Chairman for this event fs TREKIsM subscriber and supporter Fran Panabaker. 
As always, George is a most accessable guest, to the point that he often overruns the alloted time for 
his segments. This particular con opened with a slide presentation by Susan Sackett, the other guest. 
Susan, who is the assistant to STAR TREK creator Gene Roddenberry, treated us to many behInd-the-scenes 
views of the various sets In different stages of construction, assorted parties (birthday, etc) with 
the crew, and a brief history illustrating the development of ST: TMP. 

George Takei arrived that morning, and most graciously spelled his name for the desk clerk as he 
checked into the hote!. Your SIG Coordinator had first-hand experience at working at a con, but got 
off fairly easy by only having to work the registration tables, and occastonally man a table for the 
local club in the Hucksters Room. This gave me ample opportunity to attend most of the scheduled func- 
tions, a condition which is seldom the case at the more crowded cons. 


In addition to the opening speeches (really not formally structured: open-ended discussions would 
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be a closer description), were the requisite functions: trivia contest, costume call, Trek episodes, 
various SF/horror films, autograph sesstons, and an original "dramatic" production of STAR TREK: THE 
PLAY, by the UFP, the local Trek club. In short, all the essentials for a good con. Your coordinator 
sacrificed ; of her eyebrows for naught: the Romulan disguise did not win a prize. But she did hold 
up rather wellin the trivia segment, managing to pronounce Vegan choriomeningitis without a stammer. 

Let me warn you unsuspecting souls that George is a physical fitness fanatic -- to be specific, 
he likes to run -- a lot! He organizes fans, idle observers, and anyone else he can nab, taking off 
cross town and country followed by a motley mob of enthusiastic participants. It usually takes quite 
awhile for said mob to trickle back to the hotel after they realize just how badly out of shape they 
are. We happened to be ambling in for breakfast Sunday morning Just as George and the sturdier of his 
running group entered the restaurant, and were Invited to join them. What proceded was a two-hour 
"brunch" (the waltresses were short-handed) fueled by a delightful round of conversation. George is 
knowledgable on so many subjects that Just to listen was sustenance [n itself. 

But the best part of the entire weekend was the "dead dog party," held for all the con workers, 
and Including all remaining guests. This function begins after the con has offictally closed, and gains 
its name from the fact that the physica! condition of the workers most closely resembles that of the 
atorementioned deceased canine. This is the time the workers have the guests to themselves, and in many 
larger cons It Is ofthen the ONLY Opportunity they get to talk with the guests. It is a time for friends, 
and for a last exchange of mementoes. For me, the most treasured of these is a photocopy of a drawing 
| did of George, which he signed, "To Vel, whose talent, strength, faith and tenacity have brought us 
to this point -- George Takef." That makes al! the work worthwhile. 
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GEORGE TAKEI, INFORMALLY - By Rosemarie Eierman 


He wandered Into the shopping center alone, clad in muted plaid slacks, a tan jacket and a brown 
turtleneck sweater -—- quite ordinary enough to pass unnoticed. But as soon as he got to the mockup of 
the ENTERPRISE bridge, heads turned and smiles of welcome broke out all over. For “he” {fs sometimes 
Mr. Sulu, while as George Takei he was in Milwaukee in January to talk about the STAR TREK movie and 
to promote his book, MIRROR FRIEND, MIRROR FOE, written with Robert Asprin. 

It was obvious from the smile on his face and the twinkle In his eyes that he Is one of STAR TREK's 
greatest fans and promoters. After an introduction that consisted of, "Ladies and gentlemen, George 
Takel," he spoke extemporaneous!y for almost 45 minutes, explaining ST's unusual history, his first exper- 
lence of mass fandom at a New York con -—— he said that was when he knew ST would not die —- and the thrill 
of the new shuttlecraft Enterprise's unveiling. During the question and answer period he had to be remind- 
ed to promote his book! 

Some highlights: 

*** "We (the TV show) showed all the races of Earth working together, including one-half of Vulcan." 

*#** “NAt the ENTERPRISE ceremonies, Mr. Barry Goldwater was speaking and didn't know that the ST 
actors were there. He made a remark similar to, “Maybe they ought to start recruiting pointy-eared 
astronauts." According to George, Leonard Nimoy promptly rose, put on his best un-Vulcan grin, and shout- 
ed, "Here | am!" leaving Goldwater “speechless for perhaps the first time in his life." When he finally 
could think of something to say it was that immortal line, "Spock!" Of course, Goldwater then introduced 
the cast. 

#** George felt that the letter campaign to President Ford to get the shuttle named Enterprise was 
one of the finest things Trekkers have ever done. The quality of the letters was excellent and it showed 
that people could still communicate with their president. 

#*#* The engine room set was a fine example of optical Illusion. Mat work and curved walls (Cie, 
like a diorama) extended the actual set, and people of varlous sizes were used on different levels. 

Some on the lowest levels were five or six year olds. 

*** Question: How comfortable were the costumes? "Some were very comfortable. Some | hated with 
a passion." He I|iked the V-necks the best and found the jumpsuits Impossible. His impression of the 
latter was of a child's pajamas, “the only thing missing was the flap at the rear." He sometimes felT 
they could have used It, too! 

#** Explaining how they got the close-fitting costumes on without ruining the makeup: they used 
silk bags over the head. “Anyone coming Into the studio would have wondered what we were freaking out 
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on, walking around \Iike that." 

*#* Asked how he prepared for this part, George said that because a movie Is not shot In sequence, 
you couldn't just fit yourself Into a role. They might start a day's shooting In the middle of a scene, 
so a good imagination is very {mportant. Before action scenes he would run around the bridge or do push- 
ups to get the adrenalin going so he would feel correctly tense, eager, etc. 

*¥** The wormhole sequence took two weeks to shoot -~ and the actors did the vibrating! (George 
put a look of wry exhaustion on his face). DeForest Kelley had a particularly bad time with thIs scene 
as he was on his knees, and by the end of The first day, they were badly bruised ("We don't call him 
‘Bones! for nothing.") The camera angles had to be altered slightly so he could have a pillow under 
his knees. 

*¥* The Klingons look different because this Is Gene Roddenberry's original conception. It couldn't 
be done -- time and money -- on TV, so they "just made them a little bit sleasy, a little bit greasy." 
With the larger budget, Gene could now have what he wanted. 

e## THs anyone going to eat anything endorsed by a Klingon? | think MacDonalds made a serious mis- 
take." | don't think he was completely kidding, because he seemed a bit surprised when a gir! who worked 
at the MacDonalds across the street said they were selling VERY well. 

*¥¥* Things he |IIkes best about the film 1. The languages (he wants to learn Kiingonese) and 2. 

The changes made in the ENTERPRISE and the uniforms for the film -- it reflects the concept of life and 
change that the TV series had. 

Book? Oh yes, the book. George stated that his thesis was that man has both positive and negative 
qualities which change as man progresses. For example, the killer Instinct was an asset once, Indeed, 
essential. Now we have machinery to do those things which require muscular superfority -- and even to 
think. The instinct is therefore no longer needed and instead Is a problem. Worse, these machines are 
essentially mirror images of ourselves, thus they endanger us when we begin programming in our Ilabilities, 
like the killer instinct. If that sounds like Trekkish thoughts to you, that's reason enough to try 
the book. 
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THE COLLECTIBLE ENTERPRISE ~- by David G. MacLean 


[Reprinted with permission from "The Book-Mart," April 1980 Issue; a magazine for book col lectors.] 


The five year voyage of discovery of the starship Enterprise, begun on television and continued 
with "Star Trek - The Motion Picture" has spawned a vast cult of loyal followers. These avid fans are 
divided, by their peers, into “Trekkies" and "Trekkers". As Judy Tramel, officer of a Florida fan club, 
explained it, "Trekkers" are more mature and knowledgeable. "Trekkles® tend to run around and scream 
a lot. 

Both types were In attendance at Florida Space Festival in Tampa this March, drawn, in part, by 
the scheduled appearance of two guests: actor George Takei, who portrayed Helmsman Sulu, and Susan 
Sackett. George thoroughly charmed the gathering, mixing freely, laughing [nfectuously and outrunning 
all who had the fortitude to go jogging with him mornings as he loped along Tampa Bay. Of the fifteen 
that started on Sunday morning, only three were still with him when he took pity and cut his run short 
after about eight miles. 

Susan Sackett has been, for six years, secretary to the creative head of both the TV series and 
the movie, Gene Roddenberry, and is the author or co-author of three books on "Star Trek." We Interviewed 
her in the dealers' room at the convention. 

"| interviewed with Gene for being a secretary and he never looked at my resume," recalled Susan. 
"He put it in the drawer and It's still there almost six years later. He's never taken it out and he's 
never looked at it. The first thing he said to me was, 'Susan Sackett! Are you related to Bill Sackheim?' 
| thought, oh gosh, | blew it. We had a conversation -- talked about yoghurt and dieting and exercises 
we were doing and he said, ‘Can you start tomorrow?" He swears to this day that | had said | had seen 
‘Star Trek’ a few times. | was practically a screaming Trekkie -- | couldn't belleve | was in there 
talking to him because | was such a fan of the show -- would never go out when the show was on. | knew 
he wouldn't hire a fan so when he aske me ! said, ‘Oh yeah, I've seen the show a few times.' The next 
thing | knew | was working for him." 

Susan's first book, Letters to Star Trek, was published by Ballantine in 1977. A paperback, it 
Is a collection or anthology of some of the fan mal! received -- letters to Gene Roddenberry, letters 
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from children, letters from professors and doctors -- comments on the series from the fans. The second 
was Star Trek Speaks, co-authored by Fred Goldstein and Stan Wittenstein. It's excerpts from dialogue 
from the "Star Trek" scripts categorized into areas such as what ‘Star Trek' had to say about what human 
beings are like. “They're quotations -- they stand on their own" Susan explained, "things about war 

and peace; and women and men and relationships; Vulcans and aliens and what they have to say about us. 
They're strictly out of the scripts." 

Miss Sackett's third book, co-authored by Gene Roddenberry, Is The Making of Star Trek - The Motion 
Picture. It has been published In both hardcover and paperback format by Simon & Schuster. Susan had 
written magazine articles—- notably for Starlog -- and had worked as a publicist, writing press releases, 
_ but the three "Star Trek" titles were her first books. | 

"} was not a trained writer -- | took a minor In English," Susan explained. "I'm a schoolteacher 
by degree. My degrees are In education from the University of Florida at Galnesville. Writing was some- 
thing you were assigned to do. It kind of happens still. Everything I've written has been suggested 
by somebody else. it's funny; | had my horoscope done and in It, It came out and stated something like 
all my writing would not be self-initiated -- | would be asked to do, and sure enough, | was. ! was 
scared to death to write The Making of Star Trek - The Motion Picture, because The Making of Star Trek 
by Stephen E. Whitfield (Ballantine, 1975) has sold over a million copies. It's become a classic. It's 
into its 23rd printing or something IItke that. It's become almost a Bible of the Trekkie world. It's 
a tough act to follow. Gene asked me. He said: ‘You're in a good position to do this book. You're 
here on the set; you're here in the office; you see what's going on; you know how to write; | would like 
you to do this.’ The studio didn't particularly want me to do it; they didn't think | was a proven author. 
He had to convince them that | was the best one for the job and | was scared silly. It took me about 
a year before | began writing it,! had such a block about it. When | did start writing It, | didn't 


stop for about ten months, every aballable spare moment that | wasn't working my regular job. | was 
In every Saturday, every Sunday, every holiday, Memorial Day, 4th of July. | never took a day off once 
| got Into it. | have a drawer full of tapes where | interviewed people. | interviewed every person 


who made a valid contribution to the picture; make-up men, costume people, wardrobe mistresses, everybody 
-—~- the director, the assistant director and so on and so on. You know; What did you do? Talked to al] 
the actors, Talked to all the technical people. You take about an hour of each one's time, you've got 

a lot of stuff to sift through. It was quite a project. !'m not sure I'd ever want to do it again. 

| got to the point last year where | started and stopped smoking about seven times, and ! gained fifteen 
pounds which | still have to take off. It's very nerve wracking. 

"Writers will do anything but write. Even Harold Livingston, the screenwriter on our movie, made 
that statement and it's so true. You have to sit down and write so you go sharpen the pencils, you go 
to the bathroom, you go get a cracker, you go do this.” 

Asked if she has another book in the works, Susan replied: "Nothing specifically. | would like 
to do a novel -- | have an idea. 1! would like to do more Star Trek things." . 

Other Trekkers also have current books, Including Gene Roddenberry's novelization of the Star Trek 
screenplay. Susan reports: "A lot of the things that were in the novel were added after the motion 
picture was completed. The opening of the novel, with Gibraltar and the transporter accident with Kirk's 
former lover, was all done post facto -- In other words when the movie was made this hadn't even been 
considered. After the script was out, they sald, 'Hey Gene, novelize it.' He took it and expanded on 
It. So that's why you don't see those sequences in the movie — they weren't thought of when the movie 
was done. The novel was done afterwards, which is really a backwards way of doing it. 

"Gene is a deadline worker," added Susan. "He can be told he has three months to do something and 
the night before it's ready he'll stay up al! night and do the final polish. He'!|l be working on [t+ 
ali! along but the minute he's under the gun, then he really will go to It and he won't stop for anything. 
He won't even get up and go to the bathroom. We sat in there doing the novel last summer, where we had 
to meet a deadline and we kept extending it and extending it. He's a perfectionist -- he'll! rewrite 
something 25 times. There were many mornings unti| 2 or 3 a.m. getting this thing done because the minute 
they received it at the publisher -- they didn't even send him galleys -- they set the type and ran the 
thing. 


"| edited him on the novel. | was not only typing but | would go through with my red pencil! or 
whatever and give him back pages and say ‘let's get rid of this word or sentence; this is redundant over 
here.’ They would have taken -—- literally -- whatever he sent and they would have printed. Anybody 
needs to be edited a little bit. i'm not saying I'm a better writer than he is -- | know I'm not; but 


| can look at it objectively. You can look at someone else's and say ‘here you've used the wrong tense 
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of this verb’ or 'this sentence Is backward'." 

The novel Is Roddenberry's first book, although he [Is listed as co-author, with Steven E. Whitfield, 
on The Making of Star Trek, the original book on the TV serfes. "It's the definitive book on how to make 
a television serfes," explains Susan, "It's become almost a textbook in some colleges." Roddenberry 
was also co-author of Susan's The Making of Star Trek - The Motion Picture. Whitfield and Sackett wrote 
the books with Roddenberry's input, assistance and polishing. 

Roddenberry will probably begin work on the seque! to the movie -—- Susan reports that It already 
has studio approval -- and would like to do the novel[zation first. “He wants to do many more novels," 
she adds. "He has a lot of ideas." 

George Takei also has written a novel, Mirror Friend, Mirror Foe, published by Playboy Press. Susan 
also recalls that "there is a book out about William Shatner, which has his name on It but | think It 
really was written ‘with’ someone. It's a blography called William Shatner: Where No Man. | belleve 
he worked with the authors Sondra Marshak and Myrna Culbreath, who have written a lot of ‘Star Trek! 
books." Both authors’ names appear on a number of the "Star Trek Logs", books based on the ep!sodes 
in the TV series. 


"Leonard Nimoy has several! books out," Susan continued. |! Am Not Spock comes to mind. He has collI- 
ections of poetry." Books In Print lists five titles currently: | Am Not Spock; Will |! Think of You 


and You and |, published by Celestial Arts, plus Come Be with Me and We Are All Children Searching for 
Love from Blue Mountain Press. Susan went on; "Walter Koenig, who played Ensign Chekov, has a diary 
called Chekov's Enterprise which is his day to day account of things that happened to him whtle making 
the movie. Nichelle Nichols was out with one that hasn't been completed -- there may be something forth- 
coming from her." Nichelle played Communications Officer Uhura. 

"Some of the ‘Star Trek' fans have written books. Bjo Trimble, who saved 'Star Trek' for the second 
season -—- she's known as the Number One ‘Star Trek’ fan In the country -—- has a house full of books, 
wall to wall. She wrote the Star Trek Concordance which ts all the trivia of 'Star Trek,' Indexed by epi- 
sodes. 

"Joan Winston, who was a fan, put on conventions In New York, wrote a book about how to put on a 
Trek convention: The Making of the Trek Conventions." As published in hardback by Doubleday, the book 
Is subtitled: How to Throw a Party for 12,000 of Your Most Intimate Friends. It's also avatiable in 
paperback from Playboy Press. 

"A lot of the fans are writing novels now. David Gerrold, who also wrote a ‘Star Trek' script but 
Is still a fan, has a novel that will be out for Bantam." Gerrold also wrote The World of Star Trek 
and has a number of science fiction paperbacks to his credit. His latest book (Feb, 1980) Is Yesterday's 
Children published by Popular Library. 

Susan reads a lot out of job responsibility. "1! read the "Star Trek' manuscripts of forthcoming 
books and comment on them -- whether or not the word ts laser or phaser or anything. Authors make mistakes 
on things like that. They'l! talk about the ‘'cook' on the Enterprise. There is no cook. 1! try to find 
these little things and clean them up as much as possible for continuity. 

"| like to read science fiction. My favorite authors are Arthur C. Clarke -- I'm almost done with 


him. 1! love Kurt Vonnegut; | read just about everything he's written. Heinlein — | take authors and 
i go through them one at a time. All of Asimov; all of Heinlein. Before |! was Into sctence fiction 
i did all of Steinbeck and whomever | liked | would go through all of their works." 


Susan advises that there will be a lot of material coming out to tie in with the movie. Pocket 
Books has the IIicense fo publish the new novels. There Is a "make your own costume" book, a trivia book, 
a “cut-out, punch-out, stand-up" book and there will surely be more. 
Still to come is the movie sequel. Will Susan write the definitive book of The Making of Star Trek 
-- The Sequel? "No," she replies. “I'I! let someone else do it. | don't want to do it again," but 
one gets the impression that, if Gene Roddenberry asked her, she'd be out again tomorrow taping Interviews. 
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THE KANSAS CITY CON (Already a Legend) -- as reported by LaVena Kay Kidd 


The KC convention has come and gone, and my memorfes are very vintage. We arrived in KC on Friday, 
July 25th, and spent a half-hour just hunting for the cotton-pickin' hotel. The hotel, however, was 
nice. | think the Committee learned a lot from last year's pre-Cambrian dwelling. Anyway, we checked 
in and headed for the registration desk, where the following dialogue took place. 

"We're pre-registered, Kidd." This was my very precise statement. Ha! 


"You are, what's your name?" By this time, the gofer's voice told me I'd offended him. | couldn't 
help the fact that he looked about fifteen. 
"Kidd." 


"Oh, Kidd. How do you spell that?" Need | say anymore? 

The first guest talk was given by Andy Probert. What can you say about a Kansas City boy that made 
good? You'll just have to keep reading to find out. Andy's first job on a science fiction project was 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA. He was responsible for the design of the Cylons, which | thought was one of the 
best things onthe show. Andy's whole presentation was accompanied by generous slides that really brought 
home the point that this man [Is one fine artist. After he finished the Battlestar section of his talk, 
Andy moved on to what we all were waiting for: STAR TREK: TMP. He worked on the Enterprise almost from 
the beginning, starting with the Robert Abe! group. He was also involved with the re-design of the orbi- 
tal docking frame and the fine design of the tiny work bees. From much of what Andy said, there was 
a running battle between the Special Effects people and the art director of the film. The first skirmish 
entailed Andy's idea that behind the new double elevator towerson the bridge there should be some sort 
of officers' or VIP lounge. His design included a three-level room that featured areas for conversation 
and a terrific view of the warp engines from three huge windows. You know what we ended up with: an 
officers' lounge with the worst furniture I've ever seen. Even beanbag chairs would have been better. 

The second innovation Andy wanted was a rec room In the saucer, with windows in the ceiling. fhe 
art director whispered no, and sald, “Hey, let's put the rec room back there at the rim of the saucer, 
where they'd get that great view of the engines." 

Probert: "Ah, sir, that's an engine room there, and we don't want the whole crew neutered by using 
the rec room." 

Art Director: “Hum, oh all right. Anyway, Probert, make me a picture of what you would see from 
the windows, along side the engine." The picture was completed in record time, and of course you could 
see only one engine pod and one side of the docking frame. Next scene, we see the finished windows of 
the rec room, showing both pods and both sides of the frame. The rec room is apparently right in the 
middle of the impulse engine. Maybe that's why Decker and !lia had the whole room to themselves (my 
comment). 

Andy also designed the Vulcan long-range shuttle, the Surak. He did have one problem with the shuttle: 
he painted it a pale lavender, and it was gorgeou. | don't understand why everyone was looking at him 
strangely after that. It think it makes flawless logic to have a lavender shuttle, and I'm really disap- 
pointed that it photographed glue-gray. 

Andy also did the design of the orbital shuttlecraft, in which Kirk and Scotty did their fly-by 
of the Enterprise. We got a very good lecture on how to amputate the legs of GI Joe dolis. Why? Well, 
my dear, the little beasties have to be anchored In the models, and their legs get In the way. All over 
Hollywood there are these strange monsters,roaming the sagebrush, hunting for their bodies (insert fiend- 
ish laughter here). 

We really missed a bang-up finish to the movie.- Douglas Trumbuli and Andy had the idea that the 
top saucer of the Enterprise should be made so that it could be separated in an emergency. The illoes 
looked as wild as The idea sounds. 

One final entry in the art director battle. This little case concerned the folding seatson the 
orbital shuttle. What, you didn't see any folding seats? Well, it could be that they didn't put Them 
In: in seems that someone at Paramount likes 1941 airline seats. After Andy Probert finished | presented 
him with a TaL, and he spent five minutes explaining to my 12-year-old son how they did in the Klingon 
shipse My son's comment: "That's a real neat guy!" [| know everyone who met Andy in KC agreed. 

Then the sun went down and the real Looney Tunes came out, and you'!|| notice | was there to see 
them. The Committee presented "The Worst of Saturn-A-Nine Live." This tive (2272) stage production featur- 
ed a commercial for Deltan Hormone Vitamins: “Take them and you'l| be very, very popular." Regrattably, 
they omitted the names of local distributors. The final act of this farce was dedicated to the gofers, 
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and was done in the style of "The Night Before the Convention." It inctuded forty gofers to a room, 
rebeliion in the ranks, and a hotel manager who wore a Naz! armband. But the hotel manager didn't succeed 
In hts evil plot to kick out the Committee and gofers. Our brilliant convention leader, Denny Young, 
whipped out his walkie talkie and called the KOC. After the gofers' room cleared, one hotel manager 
learned the members of the KDC (Klingon Diplomatic Corps) smile a lot and hurt a lot. Goodnight, Herr 
Manager, goodnight. 


SATURDAY, JULY 26: BUCK ROGERS, DESTINATION X was run, with all its 1950 giggles intact. ! figured 
Buster Crabbe was the hero, because he was the only male in the cast who had a pair of pants that fit. 
Bright, aren't 12 At this point | had the choice of eating or listening to DeForest Kelley. | finally 
got around to eating at 5 pm. This was DeForest's first convention In three years, and he could only 
work six hours a day. 

De first told us that Gene has plans of moving from Paramount to 20th Century Fox for his next Star 
Trek project. 1! wasn't too surprised at this, after heartng Andy talk about his difficulties with Para- 
mount personnel on the picture who weren't ST fans. De also told us taht he had suggested to Gene that 
perhaps a TV miniseries of Trek would make an ideal next step. This was greeted with a big round of 
applause. De's [dea of a good story for this would be one along the lines of CITY ON THE EDGE OF FOR- 
EVER. Wouldn't you love to see Spock trying to deal with the energy shortage? 

From here on the questions were thrown at De at a pretty rapid pace, there was a pause when one 
person asked, "Please say it, Mr. Kelley." And | bet you know what he said: 

"Jim, he's dead.” 

My favorite question of the afternoon had to be: "Mr. Kelley, do you belfeve there Is intelligent 
life at Paramount?" 

"| have my doubts." Now that's a smart man. 

Grace Lee Whitney followed De,and off we went with great singing and her ready wit. She and Nimoy 
are in the process of writing a screenplay about the fantasies of a frustrated housewife. Wouldn't you 
love to give them a few ideas? | know | would. GL also brought up the fact that Gene's hankering for 
a move. 

My favorite moment of GL's talk came when she launched Into the telling of the story of a practical 
joke. It all began with a phone call! from Susan and Gene, asking her to help Them play a Joke on a new 
writer. They wanted her to come to Gene's office the next morning dressed how she thought an obnoxious 
Paramount secretary from the typing pool would. They wanted her to be unrecognizable. 

The next day, GL showed up at Gene's office In a see-through blouse, two-piece suit, new hairdo, 
large lips, double-false eyelashes, and a wad of gum the size of a volleyball. The writer and Gene shared 
a common outer office which GL and Susan would occupy. This was perfect, because Gene and Susan could 
keep track of the poor man's sanity at close hand. After GL was was settled in, the writer showed up 


and was greeted by this gum-chewing, fingernall-filing secretary who snapped, "Who are you?" (Side note: 
GL said he was gorgeous). 


Writer: "Who are you?" 

GL: "I'm the Paramount secretary from the typing pool assigned to this office," snap, snap, snap. 

Writer: "Oh." The poor man retreats to his office wondering who assigns Paramount secretaries. 
Writer then calls in GL to take a letter. 

GL: "Gee, | don't take shorthand, but | write rea! fast." 

A tew minutes later, writer calls GL in to type something for him. 

GL: "Gee, | don't type too good.” 

The next step was the penci!! sharpener war. The sharpener was in the writer's office, and GL would 
pop In, sharpen a penci! and retreat without so much as a "Hey, can | come in?" 

Two hours Into this and the writer leaves office and storms into Gene's. Someone was doing a lot 
of screaming in there, but It wasn't Roddenberry. Writer leaves Gene's office, goes to his, trying to 
Ignore sound of snap, snap, snap. 

Who comes up to GL's desk, but Robert Wise. GL hasn't even met her director yet, but she stays 
in character. 

RW: "Miss, may | see 2" The blank is for the writer's name,which GL never reveals. 

GL: "Who are you?" snap, snap, snap! 

RW: "Robert Wise." 

GL: "What do ya do around her?" snap, snap, snap. 

RW: "lt work here." Maybe this explains why GL didn't get as many scenes as she wanted in ST: TMP. 
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Three hours of this and GL has gotten the message, that if she steps into the writer's office one 
more time she's a dead duck. Gene and Susan send her out to get into costume and regular make-up. GL 
comes back Into office, writer takes one look at her and knows he had been had. His only statement was 
a strangled "Oh, my God." The poor man didn't last long on the film after that. 

Saturday night was the costume bal!. They had to cut off the entries In the costume contest at 
sixty-seven. My secret favorite of the costumes had to be the Vulcan Street-Walker -- she was very green, 
among other things. Wandering around the ballroom was an experience from your last dream-turned-nightmare. 
In the space of a few seconds you could run Into people from the Stainless Steel Rats, runners from LOGAN'S 
RUN, Obiwan, a three-year-old Jawa, Darth Vader, Han Solo, Princess What's-her-name, Luke, three Klingons 
(old and new), V'ger's cloud, Boba Fett, and a few aliens no one could find an explanation for. The 
costume that won the first prize was very special. It was Miss Piggy in her Swine Trek uniform. {| could 
get very jealous of her because of the prize she won: an Andy Probert painting of her choice -—— but 
she deserved it. 

Now to the autograph session. My twelve-year-old Patrick had me make a McCoy shirt for him, and 
he had De sign it. He had trouble getting it to hold still, and one of the Committee and | were trying to 
hold it down. It got to De, and when he finished, he looked up and said to me, "My, you're a difficult 
woman." Little does the man know, how much of the truth he spoke. 

| had GL sign for me a xerox copy of "Somewhere Thataway" on the page with her as Rand. She had 
to read al! the captions before she signed, and she I|Iked the Rand one very much. She also liked her 
copy of TaL. At the con, she also gave out her telephone answering service number and home PO Box address. 
\f anyone calls her, the service will see if she Is available to answer: 1.213-985-0010 (PO Box 7796, 

Van Nuys, CA 91409). 


SUNDAY, JULY 27. This was the last day, darn It. They ran an auction this year, but it was badly 
done. They just didn't make enough time on the schedule for it, and they ignored a lot of good work. 

Mine was among the batch they Ignored and I'm stiil a l!ttle upset about it. But that's what you get 
when you allow imperfect humans to run anything, and we're all humans. 

The last guest talk of the convention was GL, scheduled to run two hours. She ended up talking 
and singing for over three hours. Apparently GL and her husband have had a parting of the ways, but 
they want to stay married and date, too. It wouldn't work for me, but it seems to be good for GL. Any- 
way, GL presented several songs she and her husband wrote together and singly. One was about Ilia and 
the others were "USS Enterprise," one based on ENEMY WITHIN, and one on CHARLIE X. We kept her going 
until she literally closed the convention. 

The sad news of all of this Is that this could very well be the last Star Trekon in KC. Denny Young 
sald maybe after they rest for three mortths they might change their leanings. Denny said they had proven 
what they set out to do, namely a fan convention put on by fans for fans. Whatever they do, we'll certain- 
ly want to attend it. 

PS: | forget to tell you about the star battles. A group of the teens split up Into teams and 
held star batties all over the hotel. It was not safe to get into the elevators without an armed escort. 
| was protected, however; my daughter was on one of the teams. Somehow you feel safe in the middle of 
the night, when you hear the patter of adolescent feet and the whispered call, "It's a trap." 
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Reincarnation 


by Jacki Gasiorek 


The long voyage has ended: 

The legend that spanned half a galaxy 
Has come to an end, 

ls over eee and left to die. 


But the cry went out: 
"This must not happen!! 
Star Trek must live, 

Its legend must go on!!" 


Now the cries are answered: 
Star Trek lives!! 

The crew is reunited, and 
The legend flies once more. 


Everything is as it was: 

Kirk and Spock are together again. 
The brotherhood continues, 

And grows with each passing day. 


The days of Camelot are here once more as 
The heroes rise from the dead. 

Not the Kennedy brothers or Dr. King, 

But Kirk and Spock from the depths 

Of a miserable electronic death. 


Live on, Sweet Camelot, 
In the dreams and hearts 


Of ages to come. 


The voyage is just beginning cece. 
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A PHONE CALL FROM: Gene Roddenberry 
TO: AugusTxek '80 


Johanna Cantor has thoughtfully shared the notes she took during the phone conversation, and given her 
permission to print them here. The GR PHONE CALL took place on 1 August 1980. 


*ST:TMP is doing very well In Japan and has set an all-time record in Germany. It had a good box office 
In the USA, but not what they'd hoped. 

GR wrote a sequel. They liked It, and sald, "why didn't we have this for the first movie?" GR 
said, "Because you didn't leave me alone." Paramount says they will do ft "in a year or so." It will 
cost $15 million, and they don't want to put that In at the moment. 


*GR Is himself turning to other things -- he is relieved to be getting away from ST for awhile. They 
closed their Paramount office on July 31. He has three to four projects he is trying to decide among. 
Two movies: 1)sctence fiction, or 2)inside the Government -- the CIA, etc. Or a possible TV series 
— things that are happening now, and what will hapen in the 80's and 90's. All the exciting things 
"that will happen If we can keep from strangling each other in the meantime." 


*GR says ST isn't dead. He is sure there will be a sequel, and/or perhaps two-hour TV shows. 


*QUESTION: Is Lincoln Enterprises still operating? 
GR: The last time | saw Lincoln Enterprises, she was driving off the first tee. But yes, it is in oper- 
ation. 


*QUESTION: Can you tell us about the seque! you wrote? 
GR: It has to do, among other things, with a shift through time back to an earlier generation of Ameri- 
cans. As you know, we did several time stories, and they did particularly well. 


*QUESTION: Will the movie be re-released? Re-edited? 
GR: | have asked for it. 1 still don't have any definite promise from the studio. They say if they 
re-release it, they will allow me to re-edit it. Also, when it goes into pay TV they will consider doing 
a re-edit. 

The problem was, about a year ago Paramount called me to the office and said, "We think we ought 
+o tell you we have $23 million in advance bookings and we have to have the movie December 7. 1 thought 
we needed more time -- | wanted a spring date. Both Wise and Trumbull said December 7 was okay. | said 
in my experience, It was too soon. But | couldn't fight both the director and the special effects man. 
We got the December 7 date, but in my opinion we didn't have everything we should. It was a controversial 
movie. Many liked it. Many hated it. We never had a chance to preview. | realized the flight over 
V'ger was too long, that many personal spots were cut. We had to make room for the special effects. 
That was what | didn't want, but we had no choice. As with the TV series, | just couldn't get Paramount 
to go along with me." 

Yesterday, | sat down with the agency. | said, ! will do anything except work with a major studio 
and give them any creative control; | am through having a group of businessmen making the decisions. 


*QUESTION: Do you have additional footage? 

GR: We have a lot of dialog and business, for instance, our lovely naked-headed lady. In the footage 
that was taken out it was explained that Deltans are so advanced in all forms of sensual excitement -- 
not just sexual = painting, etc. -- that they could burn out a relatively sexually primitive human. 
There were similar personal bits about Spock, McCoy, etc. To me, it is the people-to-people that has 
always characterized ST, not the special effects. 

Once Paramount insisted on the December 7 date, that meant | had to let the director put the film 
together the way he wanted. | had no time to sit down with him and make suggestions. | was effectively 
excluded from post-production. One person had to do it, and that was the director. If Wise and | had 
discussed it; it never would have been done the way it was. 


*QUESTION: How about getting the actors? 
GR: | have spoken to them all. None of them discounts doing it. All of them have to say, “If | have 
something good going at that time, | will have to do that." If ST goes on and on, and there is every 
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sign that it is (| am shaken that cons are still being planned, etc), fans must realize that we are not 
+imelesse Eventually someone is going to be doing ST with different actors. It has to happen that way. 
But | think If we do It within a couple of years, we will have everybody together. All! of us who work 
on the show are ST fans. We always lean In the direction of doing it again. 


QUESTION: Why didn't we see more of the different aliens developed for the movie? 
GR: We had very little to do with the front office publicity —- we found ourselves belng pulled into 
the corporate machine. It churns this stuff out. They hired people to make up things about aliens, 
etc. We who were making the movie never heard of them. 

When | did ST It was something | wanted to do. Within limits, | could do it the way | wanted. 
The next projects are going to be done that way. I would like to drop out of sight, as far as ST Is 
concerned, for a while. | am banking a lot on the fans -- that they will let me do that. JI will be 
very disappointed If | come up with something exciting, entertaining, and thoughtful, and fans turn their 
backs on It because It Isn't Kirk and Spock. | write to please myself, and the only good writing | have 
done has been on that basis. 


*QUESTION: What about the scripts written for the TV series that was planned? 


GR: | think It will come back on TV after a sequel or sequels as 6-8 per year two-hour shows, polished, 
and done the way we want. That would bring us back. 
How wil! we reach the ST century? [| have never been totally optimistic about the short-term future. 


| think we are seeing the 20th Century Industrial civilization falling apart. | think we are due for 

a little Dark Ages, but then | think we will see a post-industrial civilization. There is no steady 
climb to Utopta. 1! think just as there are checks and balances in nature, there are checks and balances 
in intelligent Jife. We will be brought along until we can handle what we will find in outer space. 

\"ve suggested that probably there is some sort of universal law -- you can only travel as far [nto outer 
space as you have traveled into Inner space, yourselves. 
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THE PEOPLE 
by Amy Saenz 


The five-year-old who likes to pretend 
he can zap the bad guys with a phaser. 
The woman alone, forgotten, who does not forget 
the bright Promise. 
The executive, with all he ever wanted, who yet 
looks out his window, ftonging for the skies. 
The grandmother who hasn't quite enough to eat 
but knows where she can feed her mind. 
The teenager, not a swinger, perhaps; maybe just a 
wee bit square, 
who keeps the Dream. 
The ones who slipped, and steadied themselves 
with the Hope. 
The ones who despaired and lamented, who wept, 
until the Vision. 
The black, white, yellow, red, brown, loved, hated, 
accepted, shunned, high, low, great, obscure, 
the rich, the poor: we are 
The people of the Enterprise. 
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A MESSAGE FOR THE LETTER LOG 


by Karen Hunter 


From: Starship Enterprise 
Somewhere "ThatTaway" 
Stardate 7418.6 


Dear Tessira, 


As you can see from the heading, I've 
made it! I'm actually aboard the Enterise. 
After all these months of scheming to get 
here, it came about in the most ordinary way. 
You aren't going To believe it. 

First, you know what a galactic pain 
it has been in San Francisco trying To get 
that ship refitted. Everyone, and | do mean everyone, has his/her own idea of what that ship needs. 
Never mind if it is on the standard allotment list or can be specially requisitioned or not. They want 
it, and they want it yesterday. Lieutenant Commander Uhura is always very nice about it, but she never 
backs down. And Commander Scott. Well, that man is probably an Irishman in disguise, the way he can 
blarney Lt. Olzinski out of her 29 years as the meanest Supply Chief in Starfleet. She'd get him anything. 
The rest of us go all weak in the knees when Captain Decker comes down to earth -—- the gods descending 
-- and smiles that parsec wide smile of his and says "pretty please." 

Anyway, you know I'd have given every hour of accumulated leave for the next ten years to join the 
Enterprise, and of course |'ve always been considered too new and inexperienced for starship duty. But 
when that cloud menace arrived here last week, it was my lucky day. By now you've seen the tapes of 
Vejur "patterning" Epsilon 9, so you know how it shook us up here watching that. Well, a lot of people 
panicked aboard ship, too, and 351 of them had to be replaced. 

Now, why they needed an assistant to the assistant supply chief, I'll never know. But LT. Olzinski 
came into my humble supply closet and told me to close up shop and get up there in 20 minutes. She'd 
have someone clean my quarters and send up anything I'd need if there was time. 

So | moved. | grabbed a spare uniform and a toothbrush and made it to the transporter room with 
two minutes to spare. It was crowded when | got there, four crew on the platform and one civilian arguing 
witha transporter tech,He (the civilian) took one look at me and hauled me up to The platform. "Send 
her," he said. "I'm not getting my atoms scrambled again even for blue menaces, and you can Tell Kirk 
that, too." So the tech pushed the buttons in a hurry, and the Enterprise appeared around us so fast 
| got dizzy. As we were getting off the platform, Admiral Kirk hurried into the room. We all did our 
very best grovel, and my voice squeaked as | asked permission to come aboard; but he didn't even see 
use He was arguing via the com with that civilian, who turned out to be Dre McCoy. You must know all 
about him -- there can't be anyone in Supply who doesn't have a favorite story about the weird things 
he has requested from time to time, like the time he wanted all that concrete, or the time he requisition- 
ed 95 gallons of chicken soup and noodles. 

The ensign next to me had to pull me out into the hall while | was gaping in wonder, but then some- 
one from supply claimed me and put me to work at the go-fer routine. Good thing | had spent time dreaming 
about the Enterprise, beccause | had a pretty good idea where everything was. IT all looked different 
than any starship |'ve studied, but most everything still seemed to be in the same places. Just enough 
difference to be thoroughly confusing at times. |'ve spent a lot of Time talking to the computer trying 
to get it all figured out since, but at this point | just asked questions. Or punted. 

We were all busy idiots, trying to get twenty hours (minimum) of work done in the twelve hours that 
Kirk had demanded, and somehow we managed to get enough done to pull out on schedule. It was at This 
point | realized | had never seen the Enterprise in my entire life, and that if | were going to, I'd 
better get to a monitor before we broke communications with the drydock. A lot of people must have had 
the same idea, because the large viewscreen in the rec deck was patched into the drydock monitor, and 
we got to see ourselves move out. It was GLORIOUS. She looked so shiny and new and white, and | think 
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we all forgot we were probably going to be dead in about three or four days. There was a lot of cheering. 
However, while we were cheering, those poor souls in engineering were trying to get the matter/anti- 
matter intermix balanced without a Vulcan science officer. (Commander Sonak having died in the transporter 
accident. Ugh.) Engineers |'ve talked to since say they'!|| have nightmares for the rest of their lives 
about that wormhole effect. | know it looked pretty terrible from my angle. | was going to Sickbay 
witha carton of substitute blood that had got in with galley supplies when we began to accelerate to 
warp drive. Kirk had the bridge intercom on so we could all hear -- the man is very considerate of his 
crew -- and a few people were getting nervous. Me, | was too dumb to know | should be nervouse So | 
thought | was crazy when | started seeing double and voices got weird, until it penetrated that everyone 
on the bridge was panicked too. | didn't even realize we almost got creamed by an asteroid as well, 
Thank goodness, or I'd be a permanent fixture in Sickbay now. Ignorance can be bliss, on occasion. 
Things got pretty tense after that, but by now everyone was at emergency stations; so no one was 
giving us in Supply anything to do, and Lt. Faissal had plenty of time to figure out who | was. (You 
know, a person more unlike Olzinski | can hardly imagine, except for the voice. Do you suppose supply 
chiefs are issued the voice along with the job?) So, he had me doing all the diddlyshit errands there 
hadn't been time to see to earlier -- | guess he had faith we'd live until next week at least. And | end- 
ed up lost half the time and didn't know where | was until once later that day, | was coming down a passage 
near Turbolift 8 (| think) and met a vision. 
| mean it. There was this Vulcan, out of uniform, striding down the corridor, his long black sleeves 
billowing out behind him. Absolutely incredible. | stopped dead still, and my jaw dropped. If Kirk 
and Decker are the gods descending, he was Pluto straight from Hades. At first he didn't see me and 
entered the turbolift; then as he turned he saw me, and rasied an eyebrow as if asking if | were waiting 


for the lift. | was, but | couldn't say soe | couldn't say anything. So the door slid shut, and he 
disappeared. ; 

You know, naturally, that it was Spock back again; and from then on the ship seemed to settle down, 
sort of knowing Kirk and Spock together could solve anything. | have no idea everything that happened. 


After awhile, those of us not on emergency stations were told to stay out of the way, so we congregated 

in people's cabins and watched the viewscreens. IT was almost like some sort of fanciful entertainment. 

| mean, a bright blue power field 82 AU's big is hardly the sort of thing you meet more than once in 

your life. Several people freaked out when we actually were drawn into Vejur, but most of us were glued 
to the screens in awe. A couple people even saw Spock when he left the ship in a thruster suit (and 

if you think that ensign didn't catch hell, you don't know supply chiefs), but in our cabin we were having 
a heated debate over what those golden swarms surrounding us were. By the time Kirk went out after Spock, 
Though, we were all watching and saw Spock some hurtling back, as if Vejur had tossed him back at us. 

That may have been the first moment any of us got really scared. If a Vulcan couldn't contact Vejur, 
what hope did the rest of us have? Then everything started to go so fast, it all became unreal again. 
Eventually Kirk, Spock, McCoy, Decker, and the |lia-probe 
took one of the access lifts to The outer surface and 
walked into Vejur. 

You don't have to read that again -- they walked, 
wearing nothing more unusual than those new jackets (you 
know, the ones with pockets). We could see them until 
they disappeared into a depression, and after that noth- 
ing until 20-50 minutes later this most incredible light 
began to show and grow into a pillar effect, all sorts 
of colors streaming up from the depression. Then Kirk 
and Spock and McCoy came running up out of there, and 
back across the weird tile-like area to the ship. They 
almost didn't make it before Vejur disappeared. 

Now | know you are going to ask where Vejur went. 
IT'S a good question. | wish | knew. It was all over, 
the ship was in Earth orgit, and everyone started running 
into the corridors, laughing and crying. The most incred- 
ible hoard of Saurian brandy appeared. Of course, we 
all thought we'd be in orbit for a week or two, while 
we finished up the details that were undone. But the 
next thing we knew, Uhura was announcing which duty watch 
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was on, and that we were heading out again. 

It was like nothing had happened. Faissal 
had all of us in Supply doing an inventory as to what 
was what and where it was. McCoy came in for a large 
supply of glass bottles and copper tubing. Kirk 
and Spock had to have full sets of uniforms and 


stuff issued -- can you believe they both arrived 
with nothing more than their own clothes, just the 
way | did? 


So here we are, heading no one knows where and 
sort of on the lam from Admiral Nogura. Half of us 
think he'll pin a medal on Kirk when we get back, 
the rest think there will be an explosion to match 
the one that didn't happen when Vejur decided to be 
nice and go into the fourth dimension or whatever. 
And you know what? | don't care. | could stay on 
the Enterprise very nicely, thank you, for the rest 
of my life. So far it is exactly what | hoped it 
would be, and | don't plan to stay assistant to the 
assistant supply chief all my life. 

As the Vulcans say, Live Long and Prosper. 





Love, 


Ter i 
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UNTITLED 
by Amy White 


| stare into an openness --- my life has just begun --- 
\'m told that | must choose the way | want my feet to run. 
| find the choices difficult --- so many seem so great --— 
And yet |'m told that only one of them is truly straight. 
| say | need experience before | win or lose; 
They say the only way to gain experience is choose. 
They also say that win and lose are only relative, 
And loss and gain don't matter if you just learn how to live. 
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The Sound of Muzak 


by David E. Buxbaum 


"Chekov, you look terrible, about as bad as glazed 
Klingon," Mr. Sulu said as he joined his friend at a 
table In the officers' lounge of the Enterprise. He 
nodded as Lt. Uhura passed him by on her way to a nearby 
table. Chekov sat sprawled out awkwardly on a chair, 
glaring at six large and empty glasses that only a short 
time before had been sparkling ful! of vodka and lemon 
juice. 

Mumbl ing something, he turned away, and then said 
loudly, "And furthermore nobody knows my first name!" 

"| do," said Sulu, "it's Anton; with a last name 
ltke Chekov, what else could !t possibly be?* 

"Right; but how come you never fell anyone what 
yours [s?" 

"Chekov, I've said this time and time again,” Sulu 
snapped, his voice rising, “that a first name Its a very personal and private thing where | come from. 
Bestdes, it may very well be too difficult for you to pronounce even if you did know it." 

Rising suddenly, Chekov pitched himself forward, his hand searching for Sulu's throat. Stepping 
snappily between them, Uhura spat sout, "You two break this up at once, or so help me, I'll call Security." 

Chekov leveled an Intense glare at her, and then turned quickly and left the canteen. Sulu held 
hts head in his hands briefly, and then went to the bar for a drink. Uhura watched Them, wondering to 
herself, That must be the third fight I've had to break up today. And for that matter, why do | now feel 
like slapping both of them around until blood comes?" 

So for the next several days the communications officer noted several fist fights between enlisted 
personnel, Nurse Chapel yelling at Dr. McCoy, McCoy snarling at Mr. Scott, Scotty giving Mr. Spock a 
tongue lashing, Spock snapping Vulcan imprecations at Captain Kirk, and Kirk harshly attacking her own 
qualifications. 

In search of some peace and serentiy, Uhura sought out the chapel, to find Phil Goldman, the Chaplain's 
Boy, straightening up some chairs laying strewn about. 

"My dear superfor officers, Chaplains Foster and McLaughlin, just had a falling out over some points 
of doctrine,” he explained. "They're now both In their respective quarters praying, | trust, for guidance. 
However, it is good that you should drop by, for whatever reason. 1 would very much like to take you 
to the Third Level picnic that's coming up." 

"Unfortunately, |'t! be on duty then," said Uhura, “but it was nice of you to have asked. Since 
there is still such an air of hostility about, perhaps | should come back some other time to find one 
of your bosses in a more proper mood." 

"My Boss," Phil observed, pointing toward the hull, “is out there. But Lieutenant Commander Foster 
should be back in time for services at 1900 hours. In the meantime, however, The Force Be With You." 

Uhura headed on back down th corridor, not really caring where she was going, her thoughts ful | 
of a retiring chaplain's alde asking for a date, high-ranking chaplains overturning chairs in hot dispute, 
the captain and Spock snapping at each other, Chekov and Sulu at each other's throats, the force being 
with you ..e. The Force Be With You??!! 

She high-tafled {t back to the chapel, spun Phi! around and demanded, "What did you mean by that?" 

"By what?®* 

"'tThe Force Be With You'?" 

"Oh, | don't know," said Phil, scratching his head. He seemed honestly bewildered. "! guess, well, 
It just seemed a pleasant enough way to have ended our conversation in a friendly enough manner." 

"Yes, yes, and so it was," Uhura said, somewhat bemused. She stepped out into the corridor again 
with the intention of going to her quarters; instead she stood there quietly listening for a few moments, 
and then -~ gathering her thoughts —- said, "Why, of course" to no one In particular. 
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Doubletiming it back to her communications station on the bridge, she shooed away whoever was on 
duty there, and did a thorough search of her board, down to the very screws and Insulation. Finally 
finding what she had sought, she requested an immediate private interview with Captain Kirk. 

In the debriefing room Kirk sat glaring at a tape cassette Uhura had placed on the table before him. 
There was an almost vistble aura of tension about him as he said, "This had better be damned important, 
Lieutenant." 

"It is, sir, It Is. About that tape: it had been tied into my board--" 

"Your board, Lleutenant?" Kirk interrupted sharply. 

"Yes, sir, my board, since Communications Is my responsibility. 

Now, as you well know, from the very start of this voyage all our 
actions have been accompanied by music. Varlous themes have become 
familiar to us all through constant repetition: the Title Theme, 


8 
the Visiting a Strange and Unknown Planet Theme, the KI ingon Theme, eS Ww 
and even the Captain's Love Theme." s 
Kirk seemed to blush, and stirred uneasily In hIs seat. "Yes, >, PA) 
yes, please go on." 
"By now, Captain, the music has become such an old familtar ud Ui 
friend to us all, that we no longer pay any consctous attention | 


to it. But then suddenly, quite recently, new music began to be 

heard, quietly, even Insidiously at first, and so without our really 

being aware of it, it began to create irritations, dissensions, 

and then even physical violence among the crew. ce 

"The music which has produced these new effects fs louder, more 
strident and even militant. On checking it out | found that It fs 
the sound track music to that old period movie, 'Star Wars’. 

"This tape was so tied into the board that it could be activated 
by a simple signal from any source within halling distance of the Enterprise, or even by someone on board. 
The tape's output would then override the usual music. Why, | don't know yet; as far as who did if, 
it seems to me that the most likely candidate would be Ensign Wilman, who relieves me on the board regular- 
ly. He has the knowledge, the experience, and certainly the opportunity to do it." 

Ensign Wilman, an earnest and quietly casual man in his middle thirties, made no resistance when 
the security detail arrived at his quarters to escort him to the court of Inquiry convened by Captain 
Kirk. It seemed to be a relief to him, and tn a pleasant manner he admitted on questioning to have tied 
In and personally activated the tape. 

The purpose of the tape, he voluntarily added, was to create such dissension on board the Enterprise 
as to increase its vulnerability to a sneak Klingon attack. An attack, he noted, which might not now 
be forthcoming as the Klingons were monitoring the Enterprise's signals and would soon be aware that 
he was no longer at the board. Admitting to have been a long-time Klingon agent, he showed a pleasant 
pride in having accomplished so much of his part in the affair. 

"Absolutely Incredible!" exclaimed Chekov. He and Sulu had jotned Uhura and Phil at the Fourth 
Annual Third Level Picnic several days later; together the two had brought along a basket of food and 
beverages as a sort of mutual good will offering. 

"Yes, indeed," sald Uhura, "but just imagine Wilman coming on board as a ‘sleeper’ along with the 
rest of us. | find it hard to grasp that personal sense of super lority he must have felt in knowing 
something no one else on board did, that elusive feeling of repressed power." 

"Or consider the repressed tension," said Sulu, "among the Klingons as they had anxiously awaited 
an attack signal they never got." 

Phil raised his glass in toast. "And all due to our lovely musical detective!" he said. "You cer- 
tainly do have a fine ear for music, but then we have al! along enjoyed your singing and your playing." 

"Ah, yes, those tuneful folksongs and ballads you do," Chekov added. "There is one I've longed 
to hear again, the one that the little old lady In Minsk used to Sing. Or was it Pinsk? Anyway, it 
went 

Put another kopeck in 
In for Khachaturian. 

All | want is a pretty girl 
And muzak, muzak, muzak! 
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Uhura chuckled and sald, "Maybe one day !'!| surprise you all with some of the Irish ballads my 
folks were crazy about." 

"Irish ballads?" the three men cried. 

"Oh, sure," she sald, “that's why they wound up giving me such a silly first name as Two-alure. 
Oh, I'm certain that you all remember that old tune ..." and here she raised her voice and sang a capella, 
"Two-alure Uhura, that's an Irish lullabye!" 
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MISSION #80 
by VeL. Thorn 


My heart is in the heavens, 
1 cannot sleep tontght. 

| see the space ship “Enterprise” 
Anticipating flight. 


~~ 


—_—_, 
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The crew is tense and ready. 
Well trained, they do their tasks. 
Thetr captain paces restiessly; 
Perfection, all he asks’ 


The quest is new and urgent. 
Their purpose as before ~- 
To help defend the universe, 
To seek out and explore. 


The starshine beams and beckons; 
Deep space fs black, full blown. 
Dark worlds, pale moons hold danger; 
Chance of returning, unknown! 


"Warp one, Mr. Scott," Kirk orders. 
The engineer, sorely distressed, 
"The ship hasna' even been finished; 
"She still needs a shakedown test!" 


The wormhole plunge Is frightening, 
A devastating dimension: 

The spaceship buffeting wildly, 
The bridge in dim apprehension. 


The alien cloud approaches, 
Its energy draws them near; 

The crew bravely tend their stations, 
Pale faces reflecting fear. 


The alien cloud 1s enormous! Spock's mind-meld with V'ger is awesome; 
What mystery does It hold? His body withstands mortal danger. 
Reaction in Sickbay ' is startling 
As Spock recails the chamber! 


Mr. Spock's gaze, enigmatic; 
Eyes unresponsive and cold. 


V'ger's a living machine 

With memorftes of places it's been. 
Thru logic, it seeks its creator 

To meet and unite with him! 


The misston concludes [tn elation; 
Kirk and his crew save the day! 
McCoy's shattered wits soon recover; 
And the Enteprise warps -- "That-a-way!" 
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BREEDING PROGRAMS 


by Rosemarie Eierman 


The great Klingon controversy has now reached 
even to this column (would | resist?). But whether 
or not you love the new -- actually the original -- 
version of the Federation's arch enemy, some specu- 
lation on the nature of their origins would seem 
to be in order. Personally, | like Them; for the 
first time they are truly alien and a perfect vision 
of ugliness almost anyone could learn to hate. 

Quite obviously there are monumental gaps in 
our knowledge about the Klingons. Just when we 
believe we understand their motivations we get a 
real shock. Not only do we find they have a new, 
improved starship, they have a new, improved Klingon 
as well. Or at least there is a previously unknown 
one. There are several possible answers. 

Perhaps more than one species in the Klingon 
home system achieved sentience but until now the more human-like form has been in power. I+ could just 
be that the other species got tired of restrictions at home or saw that some of the Klingon leaders were 
getting too friendly with the Humans of the Federation. Kang, for example, must have had a lot of explain- 
ing to do after his cooperation with Kirk (DAY OF THE DOVE). The more war-mongering elements may have 
cause to believe that the Klingon leadership is getting "soft." A civil war or a revolution is not beyond 
the realm of possibility. 

This "new" species could also be one of those first conquered by Klingon and which now considers 
itself as Klingon as anyone. They could have drawn conclusions similar to those stated above and Taken 





over leadership of the Empire. 

As happened with Rome, the "barbarian" elements could have gained control of the armed forces by 
sheer weight of numbers and willingness to serve. It may be that is their only’ way To escape the poverty 
caused by the harsh conditions on the Klingon planets and racial or social prejudice. This species simply 
may have been serving elsewhere in the Empire until now. 

Some disease could have been brought home by returning starships. Racing through the more Human- 
like populations, i+ could have killed off enough Klingons in just one year that another race within 
the Empire could have come to power. Did those tribbles Mr. Scott transported into Captain Koloth's 
engine room «ee Oh, never mind. 

The Klingon Empire could have been invaded from the opposite side of their Empire, although it is 
less likely that this would pass unnoticed by Federation agents. Nonetheless, space is huge, making 
espionage difficult and time consuming. Much passes unnoticed. As in China's history, the conquerors 
may have found themselves conquered by the culture and customs they were attempting to destroy and are 
now Klingons too. They too could have been fighting elsewhere until! now. 

A far more dramatic answer, however, is the possibility of a breeding program to build the perfect 
living war machine. Whether there is only one true Klingon species or several, through gene manipulation 
and transplantation, a strain of ferocious Klingons has been developed, all knowledge kept from the Feder- 
ation and -- more importantly -- from the Organians. 

These Klingons can tolerate living in a war-machine which has few creature comforts. Perhaps their 
brains, by heredity or by training, can only think in terms of confrontation. Even their external appear- 
ance is designed to be intimidating and yet challenging to any creature of a war-like nature. No doubt 
they are also quicker, more powerful, and have better eyesight and hearing. The medical engineers would 
have bred individuals with the ability to prevent telepathic beings or machines from controling their 
minds. Thus, presumably, the Organians could do nothing to them. Some extra senses may also be present, 
as there is enough added brain capacity due to the ridge on the head. 

This breeding program would be part of the long-range plan to conquer the galaxy. Because the United 
Federation of Planets and the Romulan Empire are both dominated by obviously mammalian intelligences, 
Klingons similar to them were the first to make contact with them. They could easily infiltrate both 
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spheres of influence and their many similarities of character would lull the leaders into complacency. 
Then, at the proper time and place, the real weapon could be launched in an all-out battle for control. 
They would believe that the Organian Peace Treaty could be safely ignored due to the troops' (i) insensi- 
tivity to telepathic control and (2) berserker mentality -- they can't help but win. 

it seems that in the face of the unexpected threat of Vejur the Klingon government was forced to 
send both their newest ships and their newest crews into battle ahead of schedule. Exposed and humiliated, 
the Empire may now be undergoing a major upheaval. Even if they do not know that the Federation saw 
the destruction of the ships, they still will have to reevaluate their Plan. The ships and crews will 
have to be modified, although this may or may not be done in ways visible to the Federation. 
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There is strong evidence that Vulcan has a genetic master plan. Life in a harsh climate encourages 
a people to produce hardy children and most cultures in such an environment have coming-of-age ceremonies 
that test a child's ability to survive. Vulcan has the Kahs-wan. Then there is their premise that emo- 
tions are self-destructive and must be eliminated. This elimination was the purpose of the Reform, which 
established traditions stil! closely followed at the time of the Federation. 

Perhaps there is a Genetics Control Board that must approve the bondmate selected by the parents. 
Undesirable Vulcans not eliminated from the gene pool by death during Kahs-wan could be neutralized. 
Two people with a significant number of "faulty" genes might deliberately be bonded so that their offspring 
would be more likely to die, thus eliminating the genes from the population without disrupting the natural 
lives of the parents and their usefullness to society. Likewise, people with a high number of desirable 
traits may be bonded to produce superior individuals. If the genes were dominant, however, a quality 
individual would better be mated to just an average person. In either case, keeping gene records in 
computers and using carefully prepared programs to do preliminary scanning would be most advantageous. 
Vulcan's very high level of computer technology may 
be due in part to this need. 

All of this presents an interesting problem concerning 
Sarek, Amanda, and Spock. Would Sarek have been permit—- 
ted to father a child by a Human mother, thus re-inforc- 
ing exactly those emotional traits Vulcan is seeking 
to eliminate? (Il am assuming here that the abilivy 
to have emotions is inherited.) Perhaps the Board 
is counting on the phenomenon of "hybrid sterility" 
to prevent entrance of the genes into the poole But 
that does not explain why Sarek has not been requested 
to have other children by means of artificial insemina- 
tion, the mothers from couples who cannoy have children 
or who have lost a child. Maybe this has occured but 
the children are recognized only as members of the 
other family; thus, it can be said that Spock has no 
siblings. Or has the Board determined that it can 
afford to wait for Amanda's death? Sarek will have 
to remarry; meanwhile, the present arrangement can 
be tolerated for its diplomatic advantages. Bu7 consid- 
ering Vulcan's low population, this does seem an odd 
decision: several valuable children will not be born 
-- and Sarek's job is dangerous. Is it Sarek's heart 
defect? Is he considered too emotional or erratic 
-- proven by his marriage, his quick temper, and his 
ability to hold a grudge? 

The other side of the coin is that Spock is more 
than just the end product of diplomatic or biological 
necessity. He could be an experiment. There is also 
such a thing as "hybrid vigor." Vulcan may wish To 
reinforce certain traits with Terran genes. There 





may be a shortage of people qualified for work which 
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requires curlosity and risk-taking. Or contact with the Federation may have generated a need for fiexible 

and empathic individuals who can be diplomats or otherwise work well with such volatile specles as Andor- 

tans, Tellarites, and Humans. Perhaps they wished to see if Human genes can moderate or eliminate Pon Farr. 
There is a monkey wrench In all of this. Gene manipulation Is a reality even as you read this. 

Surely the Vulcans would have this skII|. With the ald of the computers this would allow the establish- 

ment of a nearly flawless breeding program capable of visable progress, with the problems of sterility, 

faulty genes, and Pon Farr eleminated. We simply have not seen enough Vulcans nor learned enough about 

life on Vulcan to know. 
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You name it, it's out there somewhere. Life forms have descended from every conceivable critter, 
not to mentions plants and rocks. Some, like the Organians, the Platonians, the Talosians, and the Arrel- 
ians, quite obviously planned the latter part of their evolutionary development. Though not always with 
the desired result. Others like the Gorns, the Excalbians, the Zaranites, and the Aamazzarites we know 
too little about to even guess. The Arcturians are clones. No change is possible except by chance, 
though | wonder who is In charge if everyone is tdentical to everyone else. But some of the others we 
can speculate about. 

The Hortas have a lifespan of 60,000 years, at the end of which all but one Individual dies. We 
do not know if that Individual is the egg layer as well as protector, but if she is, she may have been 
chosen with some special goa! in mind. Hortas do have a firm grasp of "good" and “evil;" could they 
not also have an ultimate purpose? 

The Kazorites are probably not Interested In evolutionary objective. They are happy tending animals 
and keeping them well. It is possible that they could want ot improve their Psi powers in the interests 
of better performing their role fn life. 

The Andorians are a puzzie. They are militaristic, but tradition and family ties are [Important 
to the point where they will fight only with good cause. A military society always looks to improve 
the quality of its soldiers, if only by simple expedients such as exposing sickly babies. Most likely 
they have arranged marriages of warriors who have proven themselves to strong females born to good soldiers. 
Now they can also use medical and computer advances to assist the dec!lsion-makIng process and perhaps 
produce more children per pregnancy. 

And then there were the Romulans. They too are a warrior soclety with strong attachment to tradition 
and family. However, unlike the Andorians or the Klingons, they are not very pragmatic. Rather, they 
are moralistic, adapting the customs of the past to present situations rather than accept what is and 
change the society to meet it. Their helmets are identical to those used during the Vulcan Wedding Cere- 
mony; duty requires them to destroy themselves and their equipment rather than save both for another 
battle. Thus, victims of fate and those "spiritually hungry," of a poetic bent, or weary of war, die. 
Because they once do not fight well enough to win, they have no place in Romulan life. No matter that 
they could function as strategists, teachers, or planners. They are lost to the future. Only the strong 
survive and only the strongest of the strong rise to power. There can be no failure. 

it ts not likely that there is any conscious attempt to improve their race. They rely on "survival 
of the fittest" and unless they belleve in large families or hire mercenaries, they will prove themselves 
unfit by dying off. They apparently have too much pride in themselves and their way of life to deliberate- 
ly plan improvements. 

However, they did invent the cloaking device and deal with the Klingons for ships. At least one 
commander was willing to abandon the tradition of not taking captives and even became captured herself. 
What Is worrisome is -- why? Is Romulan society changing? 
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KLINGON POSTSCRIPT: When this sees print, it will be a year after the premiere of ST:TMP and the 
new, Improved Klingons. Opinion still seems to be running against, but with more and more fans grudgingly 
admitting they have grown accustomed, at least, to what one fan called a "physiolgocial non sequitur." 
Explanations have appeared like tribbles (i.e, everywhere) and include some that are rather amusing -- 
or were at the time. For example: | 

-- Oz is a planet in the Klingon Empire and the Munchkins have taken over both. 

-- The Klingons have put something over on the Romulans and have developed swollen heads. 
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-- We have never seen bald Klingons before, so how did we know that those ridges were not there? 
(My comment: Or maybe they only develop In adults?) 

-- The ridges are the result of having their noses broken and shoved Into place where their brains 
should be by so many Enterprise crewmembers. (So why do they stil! have such long noses to look down?) 

-- The ridges are Indeed the Klingon's spine —- pushed up so from being continually kicked in the 
ass by the Federation (! guess that explains the nose. )° 

Be all that as it may, one of the most straightforward theories Is that these crews were, plain 
and simple, berserkers. On Earth, this was an Induced state, but why couldn't IT be an inheritable charac- 
teristic? Whether a spontaneous mutation of the original race, one of a number of conquered races, or 
a planned manipulation of some species, such people could be used as shock troops. They would test the 
strength of the new races the Klingons met. If they win, the Empire's territory is expanded. If they 
lose, "real™ Klingons will have valuable information on which to plan their campaign of conquest. The 
nature of the first meeting of Federation and Klingon ships probably prevented our seeing these berserkers 
untt! now, when pure chance placed the three ships In the path of Vegur. 


[THE PRECEDING WAS COMPILED FROM "Insufficient Data™ COLUMNS IN TREKIsM ISSUES #12, 15, 14, 154] 
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CAPTAIN, I THINK 
You'n BETTER LOOK AT 
“THIS... 






Dies 


— THE CART i 
Po, - — baa 


Quick SPOCK , 
CHANGE THE 
CHANNEL. 





by James 2. fHloon 
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Epitaph to Morman 


by V.L. Thorn 


Alack and alas, if once came to pass 

An android bullt better than people. 

With transplants to spare and no falling hatr, 
Brute strength to topple a steeple. 


Impervious to rust, dampness or dust, 

This android would function forever. 

He worked night and day without sick leave or pay -- 
Made labor indifferent endeavor! 


An tngenious invention, no heartburn or tension 
(For androids don't need fork or spoon); 

No indulgence In laughter, nor tearful thereafter, 
A creation of definite boon. 


But how sad not to feel excitement or zeal, 
Just circuits and nodes for a heart; 
Replaceable skin, unimaginative kin, 

And no human response to Impart. 





Your captives were human with fussin' and fumin' 
Reactions to rival Vesuvius! 

They assaulted your logic with humorous project — 
Inclination to |Inger was dublous .... 


Poor Norman, they beat you; they contrived to defeat you 
By playing a puzzling game 
Of conflicting emotions, ludicrous promotions — 


Your circuits will ne'er be the same! What's a Rhaand arite ? 


by Gel Vaejer 


Among the greater mysteries 
of a movie we've all viewed 

Ils a golden-eyed, strange-visaged being 
whose voice Is never heard. 

Not a single sound Is uttered forth 
-- could it be that he's just rude? 

Perhaps he's never had the chance 
to get in a single word! 

He doesn't seem to have a task 
or any work to advance, 

But to frantically grasp at his station 
as the crew is tossed about. 

He gets no orders from the Center Seat, 
not even a careless glance. 

How does he know just what to do, 
without a moment's doubt? 

We may never learn more about him, 
except perhaps his name. 

But there's only one way he could possibly know 
how to avoid the captain's wrath, 

And to function so efficiently, 
and quietly all the same: 

The logical conclusion we must draw 
is that he's a telepath! 
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Captain’s Contemplations 


by Mike Koenigsberg 


"Bones, |'m bored ... terribly bored.” James Kirk +rted to relax as McCoy poked and prodded him 
while occaslonally glancing overhead at the life functions readout. McCoy placed a firm hand on the 
captain's shoulder and made one more adjustment of a sensor device. 

"Can't say that | blame you, Jim. You've been laid up with the flu for over a week now, but you're 
starting to recover. Leave it to you to come down with something | don't have a vaccine for." 

Kirk grinned sourly. "{ suppose that | am run down; there's been a lot of strain lately." 

"Jim, come Into my office and we'll talk. 1"! ! tell Chapel that we're not to be disturbed for a bit." 

Kirk swung his legs to the floor and stood, savoring the feeling of returning health. McCoy motioned 
him Into his Innersanctum, then sealed the door and sat behind his compact desk. Kirk collapsed grate- 
fully Into a low chair. 

McCoy raised an eyebrow and cleared his +hroat. "“!'ve been concerned with you for some time now, 
ever since we received our final orders to complete our mission and return to Starfleet Command at Earth.” 

"Why? Our five year hitch Is through. We'll all be given leave and reassignment." 

"Jim, this has been a terrible strain on youe You've changed from the essentially contented man 
+hat you once were. It shows —- maybe not to the majority of the crew -—- but it does to me. Even Spock 
asked me if you were all right." 

Kirk rubbed his chin. "1! won't deny It. Command responsibility takes a lot out of a man." 

"But you never showed It until now." 

"Well, Bones, it's just possible that | was running on nerve until now. Look at all the adventures 
that we've experienced." 

McCoy slammed a fist on his desk. "Stop It! | know you better than that! It's the thought of 
losing the Enterprise. You aren't meant to become an admiral," he gritted. 

Kirk held up a placating hand. “I don't want to go Into that again. We've discussed It over and 
over. My mind is made up.” 

"You just think that your mind Is made up. Don't you realize that you'l! get bored with it after 
a few short months?" 

"Bones, I'm stale. I've gotten into a rut. And | want things from life nowadays -- a wife, a 
home, and those things that normal people have. | want the ability to relax again, to not have to be 
responsible for the lives of 430 people--" 

"Jim, 1 agree that you need a rest. But only a rest! You'll! wither away without a starship command. 
| know you." 

") admit that | sound different than | used to. It's odd, Bones, and | never thought that | would 
feel this way. Certainly not when | first came on board the Enterprise ..." 
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My first thought at being beamed aboard the Enterprise was a feeling of overwhelming joy «-- that 
| finally had a command of my own ..-. and of the finest ship In the fleet. | saluted the transporter 
operator and stepped down from the platform .e. 

"Permission to come aboard?® 

"Granted, sire Lt. Commander Montgomery Scott here, your new chief engineer." 

"Quite a welcome. i'm Captain James T. Kirk, or will be as soon as | read the orders swearing 
myself in.” 

"Str, how ts Captain Pike?" 

| tooked grim. "He'll Ifve, Mr. Scott. But barely. The doctors don't know if they'll be able 
to restore him to any semblence of useful IIfe." 

The engineer looked downwards. "He was a popular man and a good captain." 

"™r. Scott, you have my pledge that I'I! do my best to follow in his footsteps." 

Mr. Scott escorted me to the bridge and witnessed my reading of the orders that allowed me to take 
command. | saluted and assumed the center seat with a bit of trepidation. It was going to be difficult 
for this crew to accept me, and | hoped that this wouldn't impair the ship's operating efficiency. | 
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was well aware that the crew was closely observing me. 
"Ils the first officer around?" 
"Number One is down [In her quarters, sir." 
"You are o.?" 
"Communications Officer Alden, sir." 


"He |lmsman?" 
The young man grinned at me. "Sulu, sir. Lieutenant." | would have no problems with this one. 


He appeared bright and enthusiastic. 1! made a mental note to check his date of appointment. The others 
appeared a bit sullen and resentful of the new ‘father figure.’ 
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"A lot of water has gone under the bridge since then, Jim. That was before my time, even." 
"True. Ore Piper was In charge of the medical section then. He cautioned me to give everyone 
time to adjust. | think that he was also a bit unhappy at his new captain." 
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"Sir, |'m not sure If I'll be able to function properly under your command." The dark-haired Number 
One refused to look me in the eyes; she stared at a far distant point. 

"There's no choice at present as Starfleet has no other berth for you. We're the only starship 
in port and we're due to leave momentarily. Would you wish to resign your commission after all this 
time? 1 don't know why they didn't feel that you were ready for command.” 

"Captain, | am a woman, and the age-old prejueices still exist." 

"| won't deny it, Number One. Starfleet can get very parochial at times. | hate platitudes, but 
that's the way [t is. The question fs: can we work together? If not, then it would be better if you 
left the ship before we leave orbit." 

"Sir, | have no choice then but to resign. My first loyalty is to Captain Pike." 

"You love him, don't you?" 

She had tears in her eyes as she nodded confirmation. | felt pity for her but had little time 
to waste- | called the Admiralty and had her transferred to planetside duty. 
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"Which left you short a first officer." 

Kirk nodded slowly. "it was a bit disconcerting. | had a disgruntled crew to deal with and a 
key link to them had been lost. There was no one else available at that time at The base. So | had 
the second officer bumped up to the first slot." 

"Spock?" 

"Yes. It turned out well for me. But wasn't particularly popular with the crew." 
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The Vulcan stood at stiff attention In my quarters. | entered and spared a quick glance at the 
bare room, so recently vacated. | couldn't leave the man standing, so | Invited him to sit down. 

His voice was cold and formal. "I assume that the captain has ordered me here to ask me to take 
over the duties of the first officer?" 

"Yes, Mr. Spock. Will you do it?" 

"Affirmative. At present, | am acting science officer of the Enterprise." 

| cleared my throat hesitantly. "Can you handle both jobs simultaneous! y?" 

"Affirmative." 

"Not very friendly, are you?" 

"Have you ever dealt with a Vulcan before, sir?" 

"Never. There were none In my class." 

"We Vulcans lack emotions and as such, are not as concerned with the niceties of social interaction 
as Humans. | assume that you're looking for an efficiently operated ship?" He quirked an eyebrow at me. 
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"You assume correctly, mister. Get to the bridge and prepare us to get under way." 


He saluted and executed a military turn, quickly leaving my quarters. I was rapidly coming to the 
conclusion that being captain would have its problems. A few minutes later, | went up to the bridge. 
Again, there were the covert stares. | sat down and began to speak firmly. 


"| realize that you all are concerned with Captain Pike and about my capabilities ... but |'m sure 
that we'l! all shake down properly. Sulu ... are we ready to go?" 

"Yes, Captain.” 

"Alden, cal! Starfleet Command and inform them." 

We left orbit soon afterwards with orders to proceed to the Tau Ceti system to pick up a load of 
vitally needed rare mineral compounds and deliver them to space stations and starbases Throughout the 
quadrant. Simple work, but vital. The pick-up was achieved with no difficulties and | anticipated 
none concerning the completion of the task. 1! was starting to feel comfortable In my role. 

"Captain?" 

"Yes, Mr. Alden?" 

"Sensors indicate a small! object dead ahead. At the speed we're traveling, we'll be passing it 
within minutes." 

"!dentIi fication." 

Alden spread his hands. "No response to the standard query, sir. No transmissions on any band 
that these instruments are capable of receiving." 

"Sulu, rotate the ship so that our front sensors will contine to scan the object." 

"Affirmative, sir." As his fingers moved gently over his board, the scene on the viewscreen changed. 
A small computer-generated circle appeared, noting the object. "There it is, sir." 

"Mr. Spock?" 

The Vulcan bent to the library console. "A moment,sir. tdentified. It is a primitive space ship 
of Human design." 

"Life readings?" 

"Unlikely, sir. The temperature of the vessel fs identical with that of space." 

"Sulu, give us full magnification. Also, time of closest intersection." 

"Mag on, sire We'll be reaching that point within a few seconds now." 

| hit my intercom. "Engineering." 

"Scott here, Captain." 

"Mr. Scott, we're passing an object that I'd like to give some study. Can we lock tractor beams 
on it without damaging it?" 

"Have Mr. Spock pipe down the information to my board, please, sir." 

Spock nodded and did so. "It Is possible, sir. We'll have to use an incremental tractor beam. 
It would be safer to drop out of warp temporarily." 

"Do we have the time, Mr. Spock?" 

"Affirmative, Captain. Our misston is non-vital at present.” 

"Sulu, reduce speed to warp factor point nine." 

Everyone peered with interest at the relic. It took Spock's library computer to identify It. 

"A shuttle, sir." 

"Impossible! I've never seen one of that type before." 

Spock corrected me gently. “It was an Earth orbital craft known as a space shuttle. They were 
In common use in the late Twentieth Century." 

Sulu interjected, "Sir, how In the world would one of those get way out here, anyway? We're light 
years from Earth." 

Scott's voice came through the Intercom, " ... and they possessed only chemical rocketry, no warp 
drive." 

"There's only one way to find out, gentlemen. We'll board her." 
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“Always the daring adventurer, eh, Jim?" 

Kirk grinned. "You did say that you know me, Bones." 
"| assume that there was a problem of some sort." 
"Nothing very dramatic." 
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The spacesuit was stiff and uncomfortable but | deemed it a worthwhile precaution. | intended 
to have the thing transferred to the hangar bay later -- Scott had assured me that it would fit -—~ but 
felt that the preliminary investigation would be better made while we were a safe distance away. 

We beamed into the shuttle -—- and stood with amazement. It was in almost perfect condition. Spock 
moved over to the contro! board while | poked around, not even daring to touch anything; it seemed a 
violation of something that should have been left alone. | mentioned it to Spock. 

"There are tape cartridges here. Perhaps they will have some sort of explanation ..." 

"Are there any explosive devices aboard? Could the fuel Ignite?" 

"! don't belleve so, Captain. If you are concerned, a safer course would be to tow this ship behind 
our own." 

"| relayed the adivce to Scott, sir," said Sulu. 

"1"1] talk to him, Sulu. Well, Scott?" 

The Scottish burr was muted. "Captain, the sensors don't Indicate a sufficient tensile strength 
of the metal that makes up the hull. If you want to salvage It, then we'l! have to bring it aboard." 

"Not advisable, sir,” remarked Spock. 

"Captain, Plper here. There fs always the possibility of an alien Infection." 

"At absolute temperature?" 

"Slight, but measurable, Captain." 

This could go on for hours. | made my decision and acted on it. 1 ordered that the vessel be 
brought to rest within the hangar deck of the Enteprise. It was an eerie sight being drawn up to the 
rear of our ship and watching the clamshell doors retracting, admitting us to her sanctuary. 

"This area Is off limits to the crew for the time being. Security to the hangar deck, please." 

The metal had suddenly assumed a mantie of frost as the temperature differential would take time 
to equalize. Sulu moved to the hatch and found it opened easily. “The ancients bullt well. This works 
without straining." 

| stood for a few minutes gazing at the thing. "Il leave this in your hands, Mr. Spock. Sulu, 
come with me. We have a starship to run." 


"Jim, | don't recall ever hearing this story." 

"It was never published in the popular press." 

Why not?" 

"It wasn't one of Starfleet's better operations. In fact, all in all, it was one of the monumental 
foul-ups of all time. Which is why ! feel that | could be of some use as an admiral." 
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"Sir, | have a preliminary report for you." 

"Excellent, Mr. Spock." 

"This is a shuttle that was salvaged from an Earth museum and was being transported to a study 
center at Alpha Mentos. Evidently, the starship that was carrying It had to abandon the vehicle for 
some undetermined reason" 

"Not sensible, Spock." 

"Captain, the records are very Incomplete. This relic has been adrift for many years now. The 
early starships didn't have the power capacity of the Enterprise and there may have been a pertectly 
legitimate reason for releasing the craft." 

1 frowned. "See if you can uncover jt." 

"Sir, other than discharged batteries and empty fuel tanks, the vehicle Is perfectly operable. 
Most of the controls didn't suffer from their prologed exposure to cold." 

"Mr. Spock, what would we do with it?" 

"| was merely referring to the fact taht we could complete the original mission," he replied stiffly. 

| nodded slowly. "Have Alden query Starfleet and see if they concur." 

Starfleet's decision was that we were to bring the shuttle to our next port of call and leave It 
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in orbit for later salvage and study. Which would have been fine except that | got a call from a vice 
admiral later on that same star day. | took the cal! on the bridge. 

"Captain Kirk, Starfleet has come to the conlusion that the shuttle is too Important to be left 
floating around in orbit. We have therefore decided that tt should be ferried down to the planet. 
This fs your task." 

| stared Incredulously. "Sir, that thing is a relic! And I've no one aboard who could possibly 
pilot it. It was meant to glide into atmosphere, according to my science officer. It's dangerous." 

The vice admiral scoffed. "A starship captain afraid of danger? Are you sure that you're fit 
to command?" 

"itl do it, sir," | gritted, my ears burning. The transmission ended, and | glanced at Spock. 

"“tnadvisable, Captain." 

"You're telling me ... Do we have anyone on board who might be able to undertake such a task?" 

"Lt. Alden, sir." 

The communications officer leaped to his feet. "Sir, just because | used to be an orbital para- 
glider doesn't mean that | know the first thing about piloting one of those things! A para-glider consists 
of lightweight material and wil! practically float! This shuttle wil! fall like a rock!" 

"We'll find out together, Mr. Alden. I'm going with you." 
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*You know what | would have said to that, Jim?" 
"Dr. Piper did say it, Bones. Emphatically!" 
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We suited up and entered the re-powered, refueled shuttle and prepared to take it down to the planet's 
surface where a suitable airfield had been prepared for us. The tractor was waiting for the hangar 
pressors to thrust us out into space. All instruments were on and functioning. 

"This Is stupid, sir. And It isn't a good Idea for you to be here with me." 

"| won't send a man where | won't go myself. And you'!| need a hand with this.® 

The first phase of the flight was routine. Sulu had calculated the exact velocity and timing to 
nudge us into a steadily deteriorating orbit. This was achieved with ease and we began to bite Into 
atmosphere. The controls handled beautifully and the shuttle seemed very responsive; Alden began to 
gain confidence. 

"It's great,sir! Very easy to fly." 

"But why is It getting so hot in here? Look at that temperature indicator!" 

We were picking up both speed and heat, and seemed powerless to reverse the trend. The elevons 
bit Into atmosphere and slowed us after a time, but the heat continued to increase. If was at that 
time that the Enterprise called us. "Yes, Mr. Spock?" 

"We are receiving data that your exterior and interlor temperature are rising." 

"Reason, Spock?" By this time, the sweat was pouring into my eyes. 

"Evidently, Captain, your heat shield is not functioning properly. Are you losing debris?" 

| tooked out the port. "Affirmative. Seems like flecks of metal are peeling away." 

"Those 'flecks' actually consist of ceramic tile, sir. There are indications in the old records 
that such a problem existed. But It was supposed to have been corrected." 

"Then what Is the problem?" 

Alden broke In. "Sir, we can get down If we don'tburn up first. It'll be close." 

"Keep on It, Mr. Alden. Well, Spock?" 

"By curfous coincidence, Captain, you are on board the Enterprise. That was the name of the first 
shuttie ... the one which had the problem ..." 

"The one in which the problem wasn't solved, you mean." 

"Exactly, sire The tiles were later replaced by an entirely different system." 

Our vision was obscured for a second as a large amount of tile peeled off. The temperature would 
have been unbearable without our suits. “Spock, | want a second-by-second watch kept on us. Should 
we reach the point of ship structure dissolution, ! want you to beam us out of here, at once." 

"Affirmative, sir." 
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"If | may make a suggestion, sir." 

"Go ahead, Alden." 

"You beam out of here and let me take her down. | can do ite" 

The communicator chirped. "Very close to critical condition, Captain." 

"Give me probabilities, Spock! Yes or no?" 

"329.67 to one against, sir." 

"Keep feeding me those numbers." 

"Steady odds, sir. No change." 

The shuttle was very low in the atmosphere by this time. As the ground appeared To be roaring 
up at us, | made the decision; we would go for it! Alden roared with approval and banked us gen7ly 
into the proper landing mode. Within a very few minutes we had safely landed and | had earned the respect 
of a crew member. But | didn't want to have to repeat that experience. It was with great relief That 
we beamed back to the ship and returned to normal operations. 
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McCoy shook his head. "That was a damn fool thing To do!" 

"lt was worse Than | thought. The metal had slightly deformed and was nearly ready to come apart 
at the seams. But if you'll recall, | had ordered Spock to beam us out if the hull disintegrated." 

"It was stupid," McCoy grumbled. 

"It was an admiral's stupidity that caused it. We should have dropped the shuttle off at a planet 
that had surface-to-space craft. Then we could have had it escorted down with tractor beams." 

"You should have refuse." 

"Bones, at that time | was full of vim and vigor. But I'm tired of risking my life nowadays." 

"You'll be risking it if you give up this life." 

"Bones, | don't want to talk about it anymore." 

"Please reconsider, Jim. You can't just totally change your life style." McCoy wrung his hands. 

Sh” bb. Think about TT." 

"Truths" 

"Promise." 
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TREKKISH HOLIDAYS (Part One) 


Some traditions will probably never change, and with that in mind, here are a few ghoulish interpretations 
for pure enjoyment. 


THE HALLOWEEN INCIDENT 
by V.L. Thorn 


"Captain," Spock put his food tray on the table opposite Kirk and sat downe "I! fail to see the sig- 
nificance of the goings-on around this ship. Strange costumes, grotesque masks, and the sounds of squeaky 
doors and howling dogs do not seem logical or desirable to me!" 

Kirk smiled. "Be patient, Mr Spock. | think it's rather nice. Halloween hasn't been celebrated 
on Earth for three centuries. When our young historian asked if 
we could revive it here on the ship for morale purposes, | 
Thought it was a good idea. It used to happen every October 31st, 
if | remember my history correctly. As a matter of fact, you 


would fit right in if you'd just--" he broke off in mid-sentence 
as Mr. Spock's eyebrows shot up into his hair. “I mean, everyone 
on board is trying to appear -- alien -- you know what | mean. 


With your ears and skin color you'd be a natural. You wouldn't have 
to change a thing." 

"Captain, has it ever occurred to you that on Vulcan you and most 
of the crew would appear 'alien'?" . 

"Touché, Spock! Yes, | know, but this business is meant to be 
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funny, a time to relax and let off steam, so To 
speak." 

"Captain, if enough 'steam' is generated, perhaps 
we could give the dilithium crystals a rest. You 
should broach the subject to Mr. Scott!" 

"By all means, Spock, I'I1 get on it right 
away." And rising from the table, Kirk supressed 
a smile as he deposited his tray down the sterilizer. 

Mr. Spock proceded to eat, glancing at the 
strangely dressed figures of off-duty crewmen in 
the dining area. They laughed and jostled each 
other, completely ignoring the first officer's point- 
ed stare. 

The red alert klaxon blared and the room rocked 
violently. Tables were deserted in the scramble 
for the corridor, and Mr. Spock disappeared into 
+he turbolift. Moments later he was analyzing read- 
outs multiplying on his computer board. 

"Anything, Spock?" Kirk frowned at the main 
viewscreen which indicated the usual star pattern. 

"Readings coming in now, Captain." Spock made 
rapid adjustments. "There is definitely something 
in the area just outside the Enterprise. | believe 
we are held by it and are no longer moving." 

"But we were travelling at Warp 4! How could 
we have stopped so abruptly without our sensors 
warning us? Kirk left the command chair and moved 
over to Spock. 

"There seems to be a great deal of magnetic radiation surrounding the ship, Captain. We are being 
held In some sort of magnetic field, and are powerless To move, Jim." 

"Captain!" Sulu's voice caused Kirk to turn, and at that Instant the main viewing screen blacked out. 
All eyes watched a tall, hooded figure appear. A strange glow was evident where a face should be, and 
no mouth was discernable as the figure "spoke." 

"We request identification! What is your purpose?" 

Kirk glanced at his first officer as he studied the figure. 

"| am Captain James T. Kirk, captain of the USS Enterprise oft the United Federation of Planets. We 
are on a mission of peaceful patro! and exploration of this are and ARE NOT HOSTILE. We insist that you 
identify yourselves at once!" 

The figure on the screen wavered and the glowing "face" seemed To pulse briefly. 

"Our sensors agree that you are non-hostile. We have scanned your ship and find you To be human. 

From the planet Earth, third planet from the star you call Sol?" 

"Yes, we are from Earth. And you?" Kirk glanced around the bridge, noting that all eyes were on 
the viewscreen. 

"We are not of your universe." The face seemed to change color. "We also revere peace, and wish 
to apologize for interrupting your journey. AT +his time we request that you, Captain Kirk, and two ot 
your representatives meet with us In our council chambers. In five of your minutes we will contact and 
+ranster you to our ship." The hooded image started to fade from the screen. 

"wait a minute, you can't..." but Kirk's words were directed to an empty screen. Sulu shrugged help- 
lessly at his inability to return the image to the screen. 

"They're apparently in control of our instruments, Captain!" 

Kirk sat silently for a moment, impatiently rubbing his chin. 

"Well, it looks as though we're going +o meet their counci! whether we want to or not, Mr. Spock! 

You will, of course, accompany me. Mr. Scott is now in command." He punched the intercom button savagely. 

"Sickbay! Dr. McCoy, | need you on the bridge immediately, and bring your medikit. Kirk out." He 
+urned back to Spock, "| wonder if Bones will object to their transporter system?" and smiled as he thought 
of McCoy's disaffection with using the transporter. 





-44- 


Kirk stared incredulously at his first officer. McCoy whispered to him impatiently from the other 
side. 

"He's right, Jim, much as | hate to admit it. They haven't made any move to harm us, and their story 
is darned interesting! You said yourself there wasn't anything we could do about it anywaye We might 
as well sit back and enjoy the rest of the tale." 

The Scanducians had been listening to the officers and as Kirk turned back to them he noticed that 
their faces were changing color again. 

"We are pleased with the doctor's suggestion. You are the first Earthmen we have actually mej. We 
were not aware, however that you were advanced enough for space travel. You do appear to be somewhat dif- 
ferent in appearance from those we thought to be standard for your species." 

"Different in appearance?" Kirk frowned slightly. "I admit that Mr. Spock is somewhat different in 
appearance, but you must remember that he is a Vulcan." 

"Yes, we are aware of that, Captain. Perhaps we have visited a part of Earth other than that from 
which you originate. No matter, you shall join us shortly as we embark on another observation trip To 
the surface of the planet." The figure then stood at this. 

"While we have been talking our ship has moved to within orbiting distance of Earth. We can now assume 
positions for transportation to the surface. Follow me, gentlemen." 

Street lights cast distant beacons of light as three ghostly figures and three starship officers crys- 
+alized into existance. Kirk seemed to be momentarily paralyzed, then looked around for his friends. 
McCoy was brushing invisible dust from his uniform and Spock was adjusting his tricorder, staring at it 
in puzzlement. 

"Problem, Mr. Spock?" Kirk moved closer to his first officere 

"Strange, Captain, my tricorder doesn't seem to be working!" 

"Jim, where are we?" McCoy joined in. "This doesn't look like the Earth I'm familiar with! Look 
at those houses over there. And everything is so quiet, no sounds of air cars or recycling plants. Those 
street lights look like antiques, and -- where are the people?" 

The Scanducians approached the officers. Their faces were paler now, as though they had been turned 
down, like lamps. 

"Come with us, Captain. We have a particular location from where we can observe without being noticed. 
Perhaps we have finally found a species who can tolerate us." The hooded figures swayed "happily" and 
led the way. 

The Enterprise officers walked carefully accross the grass. The evening air held an unfamilar but 
pleasant odor. Smoke hung lazily in the air, and Spock wrinkled his nose to determine the source. A full 
moon peeked over the trees, and stars played hide-and-seek behind slowly moving clouds. The houses were 
closer now and Kirk could see lights in the windows and porch lights casting welcome to small groups of 
moving figurese As the images passed under the streetlights Kirk stared. McCoy grabbed his arm and pulled 
him to a stop. 

"What kind of humans are those?" McCoy growled. 

"Bones, | believe--" Kirk was interrupted by Mr. Spock. 

"Captain! If you will observe carefully, you will find those people are dressed exactly as the crew- 
men on the Enterprise. They are wearing masks and costumes of outrageous design, and they appear to be 
preparing to attack those houses!" 

"Not ‘'attack', Mr. Spock; if they are doing what | think they 
are doing, they are going to beg for handouts. In short, gentlemen, 
those are 'Trick-or-Treaters.' We have landed on Earth during Hal low- 
een. But, judging from the surroundings | can see, | would say that 
we have landed here in the Twentieth Century!" 

The Scanducians had stopped and were listening to the officers. 

"The Twentieth Century? Is there some significance in that Time 
period?" The faces were glowing with color. Kirk suddenly realized 
that the degree and change of color of their "faces" indicated emo- 
tions such as excitement, fear, curiosity, and so forth. 

"When you pass between universes you enter a ‘time change.' We 
discovered such possibilities ourselves not Too long ago. Apparently, 
you have. been returning to Earth every year at the same time, and you 
have landed in the midst of an annual celebration called Halloween. 
People dress up in costumes, wear masks, and go out about town asking 
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The three officers materialized in a darkened area, the only light 
seeming to emanate from the platform on which they were standing, and no 
details of their surroundings were visible. Three hooded figures, one 
Taller than the rest, stepped from the shadows and called out. Kirk 
recognized the voice from the viewscreen, though it now sounded more 
metallic. "Translator of some type," Kirk concluded to himsel¢. 

Spock spoke softly, "There is a slight vibration, Captain, which 
would indicate that we are aboard a ship of some kind." 

McCoy shivered and drew close to the other two. 

"| don't like it, Jim. We may be heading into a trap." 

"There doesn't seem to be any alternative, Bones. They've been 
friendly enough so far." 

They passed through an archway and found themselves in a large, well-lighted room. The long table 
in the center was flanked with other hooded figures, and at the "spokesman's" gesture, everyone sat down. 

"Welcome to our vessel, Captain Kirk. We are also happy to see Dr. McCoy and Commander Spock. Oh 
yes, we know all about you, as our sensors are very thorough. And although our translators are slow, They 
are adequate." A slight murmur rustled through the others as though they were communicating. The "spokes- 
man" nodded and continued. 

"We are now traveling to Earth at a very great speed, many times faster than your ship is capable 
of traveling. It was not our intention that you accompany us, however, and | wish to explain this unfor- 
Tunate condition. We are the Scanducians from the planet Kendor. Centuries ago we escaped into another 
universe Through a time gap, but only recently did we learn how to return from that universe. Since then 
we have emerged periodically undetected by your people." 

"Why was it necessary for you to have to escape this universe -—- did you originate here?" Kirk leaned 
forward intently, waiting patiently for the translator reply. 

"Yes, we were of this universe, a millenia in your past." The voice seemed to falter, then continued. 
"Are you familiar with the Medusans?" 

The Human officers gasped in recognition, and McCoy put his hand on Kirk's arm. 

"We are an offshoot of the Medusan race, Captain Kirk. We adopt this attire when we are offworld, 
and have placed "light screens' over our heads to prevent you from seeing our true appearance. We will 
explain our reasons for doing so before this council meeting is finished." 

"The Medusans secluded themselves because the sight of them will drive Humans 
mad! Do you also have that ability?" Kirk stared grimly at the Scandusian. 

"No, Captain, we do not drive other beings mad. We merely disgust them, and 
because of that we lived in isolation for many centuries. Ultimately there came a time 
when we wished to tradewith other beings, but negotiations always ended in disaster. 
Representatives meeting with our council always became il! before anything of substance 
could be accomplished. 

"Our scientists worked tirelessly for many years to find a solution. We thought 
that flight into another universe might be the answer, but we were wrong. Our scien- 
tists labored to find a way back, and were successful, as you can see." 

Kirk spread his hands appealingly towards the Scanducian. 





"We are still puzzled as to why you have 'captured' our ship." 
"We have been visiting your Earth for more than two of your decades. We wish to 
return permanently to this universe, and we seek friendship, Captain Kirk -- friendship 


and affiliation with other peoples. Your capture occured accidentally as we slipped 
through the time gap. Unfortunately, we cannot remove the magnetic field until we 
re-enter the time gap." 
Kirk half rose from his chair, but Spock placed a restraining hand on his arm. 
"Captain, it is a logical explanation -- their physical qualities undoubtedly 
change when they enter our universe and they are apparently powerless to do anything 
about it. However, | do not believe they intend to harm us. Let us hear the rest 
of the story -- |, for one, am immensely curious as to their statement that They have 
been visiting Earth for two decades!" 
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for candy and other goodies In lieu of soaping windows, scattering 
corn--" he broke off abruptly as he noticed the others gazing at 
him In amazement (at least he thought the Scanductans were amazed 
— thelr faces had changed color again). "Anyway, you were able 
+o blend in with humans because they thought you were 'Trick-or- 
Treaters' too! | think we should return to the Enterprise for 
further explanation." He took out his communicator. 

Indeed, the captain Is quite correct.” Mr. Spock almost 
wee smiled? "You will feel right at home on the Enterprise. 

For the moment, you may consider yourselves ‘one of use'" Spock 
folded his arms across his chest and gazed Innocently at his cap- 
tain. McCoy turned his back at once to hide the grin which was . 
+hreatentng to turn Into a body-shaking blast of laughter. But the Scanduclans were nodding and bobbing 
excitedly, "faces" glowing colorfully. 

"We welcome your Invitation, Captain. We would Itke to hear more about Halloween, and perhaps share 
your celebration!" 

Kirk turned away, noting that his chief medical officer seemed to be regaining control. As he gave 
+he coordinates to the transporter chief on the ship, he smiled again at the Scenducians —~ feeling slightly 
sorry for them. if these creatures had half the mentality of the Medusans, they would Indeed be a welcome 
addition to the Federation. As the six beamed up Kirk sighed. What color would the Scenducians' faces be 
when they felt embarrassment? 
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Voices 


by LaVena Kay Kidd 


The hall was deserted. Dust and cobwebs were everywhere, and small piles of brittle leaves were 
heaped aginst the scarred baseboards. Sulu had no Idea how long he had lain in this relic of neglect. 

As hls senses returned he remembered that he had not been alone in his Investigation of Outpost 2. Chris- 
+ine had been with him and now she was gone. 

This outpost had been abandoned centuries ago, and now was only a begraggled souvenier of the earliest 
space settlements. The rows of ancient bulidings had been as magnets to the landing party. With effort 
Sulu recalled that Christine and he had climbed to the second story of one of the bulldings without inci- 
dent. But once on that floor reality had dissolved. Lights, though without power, blinked on, and music 
had filled the air. Despite startiement at first, Christine had been drawn to the sound and had opened 
a door +o enter the room beyond. Sulu could recall sounds of a struggle and of himself drawing his phaser, 
and rushing to the door .... There It ended and there It began, for Sulu was no longer on the second floor. 
He was now on the first floor. 

Gingerly, Sulu pulled himself upright and headed for the stairs, the hall at thelr top an inky black. 
A tingling sensation was beginning to creep up Sulu's spine. He aimed his pocket !ight upward, not caring 
if he alerted whatever was lurking there. This time he would be ready, and only then did he start to climb. 

But when he reached the top of the staircase the hal! wasn't the way he had left it. Walls that had 
been flaking paint were now freshly enameled, and there was a newness about the smell and feel of the 
hall that firghtened more than it reassured. Taking a deep breath, the best swordsman of the Enterprise 
stepped onto the landing of the second story only to find himself paralyzed, the air around him ice-cold 
and thick. A light source which couldn't have come from the hali'ts dead fixtures IIt the area around him. 

Sulu stood in the ring of light as a prisoner, till another light appeared at the far end of the 
hall. As it approached he could see a vague, smal! form within Its depths, advancing until its glow 
touched the one encasing Sulu. A low, childish voice filled the cloying atr, and the helmsman found 
he could move one hand. This action took all of his attention, until the words of the small, chanting 
creature broke into his thoughts. 


Goblins small. 
Goblins tall. 
Goblins all. 


The tiny form bowed with a snapping motion and retreated from Sulu, floating above the surface 
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of the floor. Sulu raised his freed arm to reach for the disappearing shape. Touching it, he real tzed 
it was a child's picture of a pumpkIn-headed goblin. Sulu shook his head, trying to shatter the fllusion, 
but tt was a futile attempt. Before him on the wall hung a crayoned out!ine made by a child's hand. 

‘What's the matter, Sulu?" Christine's voice sounded far away. He tore his eyes from the crude 
drawing to find himself standing with Christine among the tattered remains of a nursery. 

"Dtdn't you hear it?" It was all that Sulu could manage to croak from a dry throat. 

"What? Oh, you mean the wind. Eerie, Isn't it?" 

"No, | meant the chant, the child ...-” Sulu's voice trailed off, uncertain that this was reality 
either. 

"Aren't you a little old for ‘Trick or Treat’, even If It Is Halloween, Sulu?" 

The sun of Outpost 2 was well below the horizon when Sulu, Christine, and the rest of the landing 
party left. Behind them, in the empty nursery, a childish voice whispered 


Trick or Treat. 
Smell my feet. 
Give me something good fo eat. 


and a delighted giggle echoed about the room. 
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The Fisit 


by VL. Thorn 


Halloween was nearly over, 


trick-or-treaters had come and gone | chatted with members of the crew, 
The moon was full, the woods were dark, met Dr. McCoy and Chapel, too. 

shadows flitted across the lawn. The bridge was abuzz with activity -- 
A silent breeze stirred fallen leaves, but Uhura, collected and cool. 

my book was suddenly dull; Mr. Sulu said, "HI!" and | caught Chekov's eye 
Glancing up at starry sky ee. as we passed through Deck Level Eight; 

| thought | glimpsed a starship's hull?!!! Engineering was humming, Mr.Scott saw us coming 


tour-first- ‘ 
Some say that on this night, and gave us a tour-first-rate 


from space strange visitors appear; it was time to return to reality; 
Through barriers of time and place, farewells were tinged with regret. 
they roam our shadowed sphere. Dawn soon would Intrude on this "Trek" interlude 


(a night I'd never forget). 

Then, back in my bed, covers over my head, 
Halloween continued its guise 

Of ITllusfons that speak, apparitions that seek 
destinations beyond the moonrise .... 


| stood there contemplating that, 
then blinked out like a blip! 
And, all at once | found myself 
on board the phantom ship! 
1 couldn't speak; my throat went dry; 
my feet were glued In place. 
The captain winked bewitchingly, 
a smile transformed his face. 


"You can step away from the platform now." 
Kirk asked, "Care to look around?" 

(Who me?) | thought -- then whispered "Yes!" 
Spock helped me hobble down. 

"This way," Spock sald, “to the turbollift." 
| followed him wistfully 

To Rec Room One, the Shuttlecraft Bay, 
exploring them blissfully. 
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“| Am Not T’Pring” 


by Amy Je Saenz 


»:Parted from me, and never parted. 
Always and never, touching and touchede:: 
With this | plight thee my troth (on Vulcan). 


On this Earth (wobbling marble!) 
| am |, and we are parted, 
by Centuries. And Realities. 


| am not T'Pring, nor could | choose another 
But then my folk would scarce impress 
a Sarek; an Amanda. Pity; | would love you. 


Seeing and hearing, knowing you go your way Alone, 


| sighe You can/will not hear me; 
Nor mindmeld nor time travel will cause 
our paths to cross. 


When | am dust and dead, long gone, 
Will you be? Will you wonder 
1¢# a woman ever lived who dreamed 
(such dreams!) 
of you? 


She will be "logical. Flawlessly logical." 
(| wish | were! though | must confess 
a smal! conceit in This:) 

| would not refute you, as did she. 


Ah, well; the stars-on-which-I-wish this night 
remind me: I'll not have that chance. 

--Did one on such a night so dream of me, 

lost lightyears ago? What thoughts .-- 


Good night, dream man, divided; 
i'l! see you ere the dawn 
in aching dreams. 
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XVIII 
by Amy D. White 


There is a depth within me which | taste 
With eager stealth, preferring to digest 
Each morsel with deliberated zest 
Rather than gulping ravenously. Haste 
Invites inversions and neglect of nooks. 
| feel reluctant to miss one microbe; 
Yet insubstantial are the bytes | probe, 
So unimposing, uninscribed in books 
Of mortal making. Difficulties come 
With transformation of thought forms to speech. 
This wisdom is the star for which | reach 
When poetry possesses mee Sad -- some 
There are without capacity to meld 
With vast omegas I've sometimes beheld. 
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A FEW WORDS FROM SCOTTY 


from "The Kentucky Kernel" (Louisville KY 1979) 
- thanks to James Larson 


In an interview at Georgetown College, where he was 
speaking at the invitation of the student body, 
James Doohan had a great deal to say when inter- 
viewed by staff writer Walter Page. For example: 

* Star Trek never died, it just went into drydock 
for awhile. 

* Scotty was me, and | was Scotty. | created 

the character ... We're both pretty feisty. 

| was known as the craziest pilot in the Canadian 
Air Forcee Once | know I'm right, and know what to 
do, | go out and get the job done. | don't mess 
around. 

* To start out with, Star Trek was just another 
job. But after doing four or five shows, and then 
reading some more, we began to see something diff- 
erent, great. And the cast was almost perfect for 
what we needed. 

* (On the Movie): | couldn't possibly be out of 
the movie. What could | say to my children and 
grandchildren if | wasn't in the movie. None of 

my reasons could hold water with them -- or with me. How often does a man get to be in a classic? And this 
is a classic. If you can understand -- it's very important for my own soul to be there. 

* My philosophy, like that of both Scotty and Star Trek, is like that of Columbus and Balboa -- you gotta 
reach out, learn explore. | find that a lot of people are wasting their time. People play too much. Work 
is one of the greatest things you can possibly do for yourself. Find something you like and go at it full 
tilt. . 

* The Klingons? .+. They are a little different in appearance ... | put that down to their experience with 
the Tribbles, loveable furry rascals they are. 

* On the possibility of a sequel: Most definitely we will make another, as far as | can see. You can look 
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on this movie as only one episode, enlarged somewhat. They saved all the important sets -- the bridge, 
captain's quarters, sick bay, my engine room -—- which Is absolutely fabulous ... now we can do Warp 12. 


A WORD SEARCH, A LA TREK 


by Rosemarie Elerman 
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ADMIRAL FINNEGAN PRIME DIRECTIVE 

AMBASSADORS GAMMA HYDRA RED ALERT 

BABEL CONFERENCE GIDEON ROMULANS 

BONES GOTHOS RUTH 

CAPTAIN HARRY MUDD SAM 

CENTER SEAT HEADACHE SARGON 

CHESS JAMES TIBERIUS KIRK SHORE LEAVE 

CONN KOLOTH SICKBAY 

COURT MARTIAL KOMACK TRIBBLES 

DENEVA KOR VAAL 

DUNSEL K-SEVEN WAR GAMES 

DUTY LINCOLN WESLEY 

EDITH MIRAMANEE 

EKOS NAZI [Solution on page 78 } 
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The Collectibles Enterpriser 


by David G. MacLean 





Mike Kott Is an entrepreneur. He began as a dealer in comic books, branched out Into science 
fiction and movie memorabilia and Is now both a wholesaler and retailer of "Star" trek" and other space 
opus collectibles. 

some of the earliest "Star Trek" items are "fanzines" from the early 1970's. "A lot of them went 
a couple of Issues," explained Mike. "Some of them are going strong. One, called MENAGERIE, has been 
out for quite a while and it's a really good one. SPOCKANALIA Is one — mostly Spock related stuff. 

Then there's a lot of bad ones -- we call the bad ones "crudzines." Some of them are highly collectible. 

Things like the STAR TREK CONCORDANCE, which was published about a year ago as a softcover by Ballantine, 

originally was a fanzine -- It came out as part 1, part 2, and part 3. An original concordance you 

could probably get $100 for. It was compiled by BJo Trimble who was a big fan out of Southern California, 
who has now become a fan writer. She's published a few other books in soft cover on the making of 

Star Trek and the like. 

"Some of the early fanzines are getting expensive because the collectors want them. You take 
a bunch of old fanzines to a convention, plop them on a table, you can get $5, $6, $7 aplece —- at 
a Star Trek convention. But they've got to be good. if they're a lousy fanzine you'!| never sel! 
them. The problem is that you've got to read them and distinguish good writing from bad writing to 
be able to know which will resell In a collector's market for $10-15 or whether it a crudzine that 
you try to get somebody to buy. It's hard to tell unless it's got a reputation or a writer you recog- 
nize. Usually the format doesn't matter much to the collector. They don't care how lousy it's reproduced 
as long as It's what they like. A lot of those things are kind of pornographic -—- they love S&M, stories 
with Kirk and Spock together, and this kind of stuff. So you've got to watch who you sell Itt to also. 
You don't want to be selling a fanzine like that to a 12-year-old. 

"Gold Key put out comics and went through about 60 Issues. Marvel has picked It up for the movie 
adaptation. They will be continuing it from here on." The comics would be more collectible If the 
origina! books had been done by Marvel or DC. Few comic fans collect much In the Gold Key IIne. The 
early Issues are “hard to find," according to Mike, "because there are 60 issues and they started back 
In 1967. Back then, dealers never put away Gold Key books like now they buy stock every month, of 
every issue so they'l! have stock to sell back issues. The first one Is selling for $15 In nice shape." 
Star Trek comics are selling pretty close to Overstreet's price guide values, Mike reports, although 
condition is not as much of a factor as In other comic collectibles. For some of the other TV comics 
like MAN FROM U.N.C.L.E., Mike feels that Overstreet is real low for collectors of these series in 
his specialized market, although not In most comic book stores where you seldom can sell MAN FROM 
U.N.C.L.E. to anybody. 

"A lot of paperbacks have been out," Mike continued, “they came out with the ‘log books! which 
are basically novelizations of the episodes. They went through 10 or 12 and there were a couple of 
other Individual novels based loosely on "Star Trek." THE MAKING OF STAR TREK has been through about 
25 printings now. At a ‘Star Trek' convention you can get $10-15 for the first printing." All later 
printings give the printing history on the copyright page. Mike reports that the "Star Trek" fans 
aren't as particular about condition. "They're a little more lentent because they're not true book 
collectors." 

Most "Star Trek" collectors are from the late teens, 20's and 30's. "A lot of the fans are younger ," 
Mike observes, “and the fans turn into collectors as they get into that age. They get a little more 
sophisticated and tired of buying buttons and T=shIrts and they get into buying things like the fanzines 
or some art. Most of the stuff that's available ts pretty much mass~marketed. They're not collectible, 
they're just souvenir items." Souvenir Items, however, have a way of becoming the collectibles of 
the next generation. 

"There are a lot of really good amateur artists -—- some really good and some real bad. At bigger 
"Star Trek" conventions they have an art auction and all of this amateur stuff is auctioned off. It's 
astounding what it sells for." 

The Marvel comics aee not being done by."bIg name" artists in the comic book field, who are col lect- 
ible for their name alone, but are belng done by people who have been around for a while. "They're 
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not bringing in their best artists," says Mike, but they're competent artists. The comic collectors 
aren't going to be buying them for the art. 

"There was not a lot of promotional matertal put out for the TV series, but for the movies 
there are posters, lobby cards, press books and other ftems for which there fs a nice market. The 
most desirable lobby Item is the "one-sheet" poster, about 25" x 40", which was for display In the 
theater lobby. Most one-sheets come folded because that's the way they were shipped. "When Star 
Wars came out," Mike recalls, "one of the big New York dealers must have sold 400 of them at a Houston 
convention. He had them the week-end after the movie came out and sold them for $4.00 aplece, which 
is a little under what they normally sel! for. He sold so many Star Wars posters it's unbelievable. 
Now that poster Is selling for $25 to $30." 

Asked how a dealer could have gotten so many to sell, Mike replied: "It's kind of hard — 

they're published by National Screen Corporation out of Kansas City and all of their stuff Is designed 
for display at theaters. They're supposed to send them out to theaters and the theaters are supposed 
to return them, but they don't return the posters because they don't get a credit. If they have 
trailers for showIng upcoming features; if they return those they get a credit so they're usual ly 
returned. Some big dealers go to National Screen and buy them direct but the quantities you have 

to buy to get them direct are real high. There are several big dealers selling movie posters that 
they do wholesale to other dealers. If the movie Is current and if the poster Is available, dealers 
can pick up the poster for anywhere from $2 to $4 wholesale and the retall price, out tn the collec- 
tor's circuit, away from a major convention, Is $7 to $10 apiece, so there's a nice mark-up. You 
can't buy from a big dealer and set up right next to him at a big show — that doesn't work. Some 
things don't become available. Right now, THE EMPIRE STRIKES BACK pre-release poster Is out. | 

got a few in New York a couple weeks ago. “They weren't available in quantities yet to be wholesaled. 
| bought three of them at retal! and resold them here at a nice profit because it's real early, and 
nobody's got them yet." Press books are sent out to theaters and news media and contain [!lustrations 
and various sized ads to be used In promoting a movie. "Some of the originals, like the very first 
press book that come out from STAR WARS, sent out selectively to people, was selling for thirty-tive 
bucks a couple of weeks after it came out." Mike figures there are probably 30 or 40 of the bigger 
‘Star Trek" conventions, with guests, around the country each year. There are probably 20 or 30 

big comic book conventions and 50 or 60 little ones every year and a comparable number of movie con- 
ventions. 

Mike continues: "A lot of the movie collectibles —- a lot of the good movies —- were from 
the 50's, like FORBIDDEN PLANET, WAR OF THE WORLDS, that kind of thing. The original posters, the 
one-sheets, for those films are worth between $100 and $300 aplece. If you had a FORBIDDEN PLANET 
or DAY THE EARTH STOOD STILL one-sheet In nice shape, you'd have a $300 Item." Sctence fiction usual ly 
brings the highest prices because there's more demand." There's a nice market for things like John 
Wayne films and western films, but the demand Isn't as high as it is for sclence fiction," Mike 
commented, “so the prices aren't as high. There are western conventions, too -——- only 5 or 6 a year," 
Mike added, "and they bring in these old guys that did the movies back In the 'thirties and they're 
really fun. They had one in Orlando a couple years ago. They had Chil! Wills in before he died 
and he was drunk the whole show but he was a lot of fun. The attendance Is really high at western 
conventions, and the admittance Is real high. Some of them charge like $30 to get in but they're 
showing western movies throughout the whole thing so you can sit in the film room and watch hour 
after hour of B-western or go to the Roy Rogers room and just watch Roy Rogers. These people are 
really into it and a lot of them are into collecting the films, themselves. They have thelr own 
film room in their house and their own projector." 

When the TV series first went on the air, it was possible for fans to write tn and sometimes 
receive a personal letter or photo In reply. MIke elaborates: "My partner, Sue, has a letter from 
Gene Roddenberry. Somebody wrote in and asked something. He answered it and signed it himself, 
which doesn't happen anymore. This was sold at a convention quite a few years back for five or ten 
bucks -- it would be worth quite a bit more now. Gene was writing back, 'Thanks for your support. 
We're trying to get the show back on..-' Autographs of the major stars are hard to get. Shatner 
and Nimoy and D. Kelley don't do many conventions and they don't sign anymore because If there's 
10,000 people, they can't sign autographs. They are becoming collectible. 

The bloopers for Star Trek are available. They used to be pretty hard to get," Mike recalled, 
“but since they've now decided that none of that stuff was copyrighted -- and I'm sure that it wasn't 
—— It's available from some of the big companies like Reel Images, and It's available In 16mm and 
Super-8. It's also avallable on video tape. 
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"They're going to be a lot more careful with the movies The bloopers started with something some- 
body put together for a Christmas party. Then Gene Roddenberry started taking them to conventions. 
At one convention, when he handed them the blooper on Friday -- between Friday and Sunday they made 
a copy and suddenly the bloopers are everywhere. The quality ts bad because they've been duped so 
many times. 

"| don't think much of that kind of stuff is going to get out anymore. They're going to be real 
carefull with It because you can take it and make a TV special. They did "The Making of Star Wars" 
and it was a lot of bloopers. They had robots bumping Into walls and falling over. It'd make a great 
blooper ree! but as it was they got a TV spectal out of It and a lot more money selling a half-hour 
or hour to TV. They've learned the value of them so the studios are going to watch them a bit more. 

"The Empire Strikes Back" will be out in a couple of months —— STAR WARS I! -— and everything 
from that will be collectible. Everybody that's collected STAR WARS | will want STAR WARS Il. If 
the movie's good, It will be really collectible. 

Mike doesn't expect a Star Trek sequel. "If think it's talk," he explains, "It costs a lot of 
money to get the people together and do it and the movie was successful because it was already sold 
betore It came out, but ft hasn't been phenomenal. They made money but | don't think they made enough 
money to make it worth their while. Star Wars made $400-500 million. ‘Hey, we'!| do another one.' 
STAR TREK ts sitting around $75 or 80 million, not all that much profit Involved, and the movie cost 
$40 million to make. They like to drain them as long as possible. They're going to re-release this 
movie and re-release this movie and If there's a second one it'l! be three or four years In the future, 
1 don't think they'!I1 do anything soon. It*Il never get back on TV. 

"Star Wars came out a long time ago and thesequel Is not out yet. They're being real secretive. 
There's not a whole lot of Information available. 1! know with STAR TREK there were a lot of tight 


contracts, !Ike the Marvel comic books weren't supposed to be sold until December 1st -~- the movie 
was coming out December 7th. !f you got them early, they were real up-tight. The ‘super special’ 
~~ the $1.50 magazine -—- came out a couple weeks early. | had it before Thanksgiving. Only the people 


who got It direct through the comic book distributors got them early. A telegram was sent to each 

of the major distributors saying 'we made a mistake, these came out early. Don't sell them until Decem- 

ber or we'll get sued by Paramount for violating the contract.' The problem was they were already 

all sold by then. By the time that telegram came out a week later, If a hundred copies went to a 

guy's store, he'd already sold them. So they've got contracts like that. They don't want people to 

know what's going to happen ahead of time. The book won't come out until the day the movie comes out." 
it will be Interesting to see if this prediction comes true. In the meantime, Mike will continue 

+o do busIness, laregly by mail and at conventions, as Intergalactic Trading Co, Inc. at 755 Logan 

Dr, Longwood FL 32750. 
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STAR TREK: THE BOOK -— otherwise known as THE NOVEL 
A REVIEW by Peter Scott 


This book explains much about the film, and not from a purely 
factual point of view. Because It does so, however, does not excuse 
the failings of the film. The novel of "2001: A Space Odyssey" ex- 
platned many things that the film did not, yet that film was able 
to stand on Its own quite by virtue of those very questions left un- 
answered. This has not happened with ST-TMP, although they tried 
+o Introduce the same sort of mysticism about Vejur near the end. 

We see a much better explanation of both Kirk and Spock's attitudes. 
P. 40, Roddenberry says It himself with "...was not the Kirk of the 
Enterprise logs...", and makes his whole obsession far more acceptable, 
and also his finally coming to terms with it. P. 85, the discussion 
between McCoy and Chape! over Kirk's phychology profile, would have 
made a good addition to the film, explaining a lot. 

| cannot fal! but feel that Gene has, in this novel, tried to 
make amends for some of the more glaring mistakes made by Foster and 
Livingston. Almost without exception, those places In the film that 
grated on me have been changes for the better, although there was 
not always much that could be done about It. For instance, on page 
46, when Kirk comes on board for the first time, his comment to the 
ensign that he could 'find his own way, thank you' {is shown to be 
a sympathetic remark, the ensigns duties elsewhere. In the film, 
he seemed to me to be rude, implying that he knew the Enterprise better 
than anyone else, design modifications or no. Kirk comes To terms 
with Decker much more noticeably in the book too, with scenes like 
his log entry about Decker's saving the ship, and his expressed pleasure 
at Decker's preparing of the phaser circuit bypass. Similarly Decker 's 
appreciation fo the captain Increases, which was absent in the film. 

Spock's initial mood fares better, although not much could have been done without major departure 
from the filme Hts final disillusionment also comes over better, although this was a point where the 
film perked up for me. Of course, there are practical difficulties in conveying Spock's private thoughts 
on the screen. At the end of the book, however, In the Voyager 6 scene, he makes more use of Kirk's 
first name, which | belleve was absent from the film at this point. 

McCoy comes out much better, too. In the film he appeared frivolous and weak, whereas in the 
book he is much more sensible, no more so than in the private confrontation between Kirk and Spock 
for the first time. On p. 118, we see no trace of his blithe remarks about Spock's sociability, nor 
his blatant explanation of Kohlinahr to the audience, which If it had been needed, would have been 
a half-hour too late. 

Points of clarity emerge: I+ Is much more obvious why I|fa was taken, as she attempted to inter- 
vene between the probe and Spock, pe. 146. This was not so apparent In the film. Also we can examine 
her return as Vejur's probe in greater detail, and see that she In fact came to tliats cabin, Initially 
white-hot. This was so confused in the flim that | actually thought she was cooler than the surroundings. 

Of course, the book cannot duplicate the marvelous special effects of the film; not much Is made 
of the entry into warp drive when colourful language could have evoked a more stirring reaction. A 
more overall view of the alien ship Is given, where the film was stunning but confusing. Good visual 
imagery would be needed if one hadn't seen the film, also, so in this sense at lease, film and book 
complement each other. 

Obviously some parts of the book could have been filmed without changing the rating of the film, 
such as the description of the figures caught in the transporter malfunction (how did Kirk know that 
one was Sonek In the flim? Although a pre-released stil! shows him clearly enough, it was absent from 
the fllm), and the loveplay between Decker and Ilia. 

Certain parts of the book should perhaps have been omitted. 1 hate to disappoint Janet (how did 
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she manage [t?) but p. 204, the scene where Kirk orders the Enterprise to self-destruct In 19 minutes, 
Is quite Inconsistent with the series, where we see In LET THAT BE YOUR LAST BATTLEFIELD that no less 
than vocal commands from Kirk, Spock, and Scott can destroy the ship. To make fit possible for Scott 
to do so alone -- and presumably anyone with sufficient engineering knowledge ~-- is a clear degradation 
of the efficiency and safety of the vessel. Whilst a logical step for Kirk to take, It should not 
have been possible. 

Similarly on p. 51 Scotty had ‘long ago learned how to ignore al! this', 'this' belng the hellish 
glow from the intermix chambers. Since they are a recent addition (the only equivalent on board hardly 
the same), this Is apparently innacurate. 

Interesting additions: obviously the Itnitial reception of the warning of Vejur's attack on the 
Klingons by Kirk. As the footnote indicates, the 'sencelvers' were secret at the time, a good enough 
excuse for their absence from the film. The footnote also anticipates the reaction from fans to this 
faint hint of mind control. A brief footnote detailing the circumstances entailing their first use 
would have been interesting. | cannot help but wonder why Starfleet contacted him if they didn't want 
him In the way -- if their equipment could only broadcast to all sencetvers simultaneously, It was 
badly designed. Including this scene and the next one with Kirk In tt would have taken time, but it 
would have explained why he was so purposeful on going to see Nogura, and if we had been Informed that 
Lori, his old flame, was one of the figures caught In the transporter malfunction, his subsequent bitter- 
ness and lack of display of emotion could have been explained as an Inner reaction. Also, Introduc— 
tion of the Vulcan sixth and seventh senses (perception of magnetic fields and the sense of oneness 
with the universe). Forgive me if either or both of them have appeared elsewhere, but they are new 
to me. The latter reinforces the comparison between Spock and a yogi which | have been making for 
some itme now, to an unassailable extent. I+ seemed to have been taken too far in ST-TMP, where he 
seemed selfish, putting his own quest before the aims of the Enterprise. However, the final scenes 
where he realises the futility of absolute logic withoutpurpose indicate a return to his previous loyal- 
ties, which should be apparent In sequels. There must be sequels. 

The very first section of all, Admiral Kirk's Preface, Is a lfittle-used technique that is not, 
however, completely new. Its main purpose seems to be to Introduce the 'new humans,’ saving explanation 
for later and explaining Decker's enthusiasm to Join with Vejur. (And, perhaps, excusing humanity's 
apparent lack of evolution In two centuries?) Portraying Starfleet men as mostly inferior to others 
doesn't quite seem to come off. But the main point about this section really Is that as the book is 
clearly being written a couple of hundred years before the events it describes, the device isn't really 
valid. The ‘new human' concept ts interesting and most probably; It definitely shows thought. .The- 
scenes of casual human society In the TV series gave no Indication of It (NBC wouldn't have fiked it, 
| imagine), but what they did show was more familiar, even If less realistic. Perhaps this says some- 
thing of our appreciation of [Tt ... 

In conclusion, | would !ike to recommend the book to anyone who saw the film and was dIsappointed; 
it makes it a little easter to understand and forgive It. Indispensable reading. 
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MORE UNTITLED POETRY 
by Amy D. White 


A poem | felt the other day 
Came softly, like a cloud of spray; 
And steadfastly the wordlets blew 
Around my head, as if they knew 
| listened. 


The rustling thoughts roared silently 
And faded simply, gradually, 
And then returned like hurricanes 
To drown me in their beating rains. 
| listened. 
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Then my eyes felt down a long road 
Till the road began a bend, 
Till the lengthy sameness altered 
In the path my feet had faltered 
Ever onward, toward its end, 
Searching, sorrowed ‘neath a weighted load. 


But my joyed anticipation 
Of far future's kind reward, 
And my mem'ried mind's discov'ry 
That life's grown on quick reov'ry 
And a firm faith In the Word, 
Gave my soul new occupation. 
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How sad to see two separated souls, 
Consolidated once, now Incomplete: 

And on each side, no vict'ry --—- just defeat. 
Although -- before -- two halves made two un-wholes; 
Wrestling with words, they could not mend their strife. 

Smal! comprehension of each other's fears, 
Too brief communication through the years, 
Occluded love. Perhaps another life 
Will lend an opportuntty to meld. 

To share unshared compassion, to endure 
An unenduring fervor, to immure 
In loneliness, to live with love withheld, 
Impart a great unhappiness. 1! grieve 
For them, yearn that they find reprieve. 
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TO GRIEVE WITH THEE 


by Rosemarie Eierman 


| looked in his eyes -- 
There was nobody home. 
But he hasn't asked 

To be let alone. 


So he must be wanting 
My presence there, 

Or is it such a shock 
He just doesn't care? 


For how do you tell 

A Vulcan, your friend, 
That both his parents 
Have come to life's end? 


Of one death he knew: 

A Vulcan's last cal] 
He'd heard in his mind 
(As he heard them all). 


He'd known it was Sarek 
Protesting the waste, 
But the accurate aim 
Had decided the case 





And voted as well! that 
Amanda should die 

In a green and gold park 
‘Neath an azure sky. 


I'd met that great leader, All her patient teaching, 
So brilliant, so proud, Hidden tears of pain, 
Majestic in bearing -- And tender pleading 
Dominating crowds. Were not done in vain? 


"Sarek of Vulcan" 
Diplomat, sage, 
Tireless seeker, 
Scientist of the age. 


What duties upon 

His lowered head lie? 
Has his world fallen in? 
How | wish he could cry! 
But can | be sure 

What he meant to his son? 
Was there time after Babel, 
Did Two become one? 


l've been permitted 
To witness his pain; 
| must help somehow, 
So here | remain. 
Amanda was wise, 

As though Vulcan born, 
Yet gentle and caring -- 


What more can | do 
But stay by his side 
And help him express 


His death leaves Spock torn. 
The sorrow he'd hide? 


| know she was loved, 
For he told me so. 
Does he now regret 
That she'|! never know 


Hand on his shoulder, 

Some comfort to give, 

| mourn for three friends, 
Will this one to live. 
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A KLIAGOAI] REBUTTAL 


To the Federai Spokesperson Rosemarie Eierman, take note: 

It has been brought to my attention that you continue to hurl allegations at my people based on the 
imposters depicting Klingons in a recent bit of Hollywood hysteria called star Trek: The Home Movie. 
| am referring to the statements published under your name in the Earther newsletter known as "TREKisM", 
in an article entitled "Breeding Programs (Ed. note: this article is reprinted on page 55). | refer 
specifically to the segment entitled "Klingon Postscript." 

Berserkers?!! Preposterous! Those turkeys were pussycats compared to the rest of us! It must 
be obvious, even to you, that these creatures were mere products of an Erthat's fevered imagination. 

As has been pointed out before, those bony ridges adorning the heads of these "klingons" could not 
be a continuation of their spines or they wouldn't have been able to turn their heads. 

Here is another important fact -- these characters show a distinct human trait dating back to 
your cave people of prehistoric times -- if you're not sure what something is, throw a rock at it. 

What real Klingon would waste a perfectly good photon torpedo on a bank of blue Cool Whip? We don't 
fight clouds. 

Since you are so free with your slurs, | have a few well-known facts about a number of officers 
that you are so proud of. These came from reliable sources at R&R stops which these people have fre- 
quented. | know of you Federai's quickness to take offense and to seek redress in libel courts, so 
| have taken a hint from some of your "gossip" publications and disguised the names to the best of 





my ability. 

1. What starship captain with the initials JTK sleeps with a night light? 

2. What doctor got his degree in space medicine from an ad on a matchbook cover? 

3. What science officer is really part leprechaun and must grant you three wishes if you discover 
his pot of gold? 

4. What helmsman whose name rhymes with Lulu habitually gets lost on The way to his own cabin? 

5. Which chief engineer got his training by building plastic models of starships? 

6. Which former ensign with a distinct accent was actually born in Brooklyn? 

7. Which communications officer consistently listens to rock stations while she's supposed to 
be trying to reach Starfleet Command? 

8. What nurse, now a doctor, got her commission through a highly-placed relative with the initials 


GR? 
| trust that these attacks on my people will now cease, or | will respond with more of these 
revelations concerning your officials. 
Yours, 


Kon Fusion (Cmdr-in-Chief, Galactic Relations) 
[Ede note: the handwriting in this scurilous item 
bore a striking resemblence to that of The trivia 
quiz on the next page!!!] 
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RLINGOA TRIVIA QUIZ 


from: Catherine L. Whitehead 


1. How many episodes In the original 

Star Trek series featured Kiingon 
encounters? 

2. Name them. 

3. Name the most well-known Kl ingon(s) 

in each episode, if you can. 

4. How many animated episodes featured 
the Kitngons? 

5. Name them. 

6. What show [Introduced the Organian 
Peace Treaty? 

7. Name the character who was a Klingon 
spy In THE TROUBLE WITH TRIBBLES. 

ae Nilz Barts b. Cyrano Jones c. Arne Darvin 
8. What is a glommer? 

9. Name the actor who played the first LYKKIOD 

Klingon ever seen In the ortginal serles. & 

(Hint: He was also the chief human villain Pm KIPD 

on BATTLESTAR GALACTICA.) 

10. Speaking of BATTLESTAR GALACTICA, name 

the actor who provides the voice for the cylon, Lucifer. (Hint: He also played on a science fantasy 
show which preceded Star Trek by a few years.) 

11. What now well-known actor fn a recently cancelled police show had a bit part in a Star Trek episode? 
Name him, his program, and the episode he appeared In. 

12. Name the Kiingon side-arm. 

13. Another actor in a former police program played a Klingon. Name him, his program, and his episode. 
14. Can you name the actors who played the following roles: a. Kang b. Mara c. Koloth d. Kahless 
ee Krell 

15. Name the author of THE TROUBLE WITH TRIBBLES. 

16. The actor who played Koloth in THE TROUBLE WITH TRIBBLES also starred In a first season episode. 
Name It. 

17. In the animated episode, MORE TRIBBLES, MORE TROUBLE, name the people who supplied the voices for 
the following Klingons: a. Koloth b. Korax 





OUR BELOVED ALLIES: 

18. In which episode do we see the Romulans using Klingon ships? 

19. What actor played both a Romulan and a Vulcan in two different episodes. 

20. Name the episodes. 

21. Is there anything special about the Romulan ships, and if so, what? 

22. Name the episodes In which the Enterprise either enters or passes through the Romulan Neutra! 
Zone. There are four: three Iive-action and one animated. 

23. Name the animated episodes featuring the Romulans 

24. Romulans are genetically and historically related to: a. Vulcans b. Klingons c. Andorians 
25. There was a Romulan present on the Enterprise {n JOURNEY TO BABEL. a. Tree 0b. False 

26. What feature of the Romulan ships Incites the Federation to resort to thievery? 


[ANSWERS ON PAGE 83) 
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PARTIAL TRANSCRIPT OF THE PERSONAL JOURNAL OF MARGARET ANN DAVIS 


e e e e e ® ® e e e e e e e e e OR, 


Tooshdleloo, Mary Sue 


by Moria Washburn 
October 1, 1980 


I've finally got everything together: the hardware, the theory, everything! Even for someone 
as unusually brilltant as 1, it has taken a long time. Ten years of scraping up parts and money. 
And worse, ten years of binding in my full bosom, tying my flowing, shining hair back in severe buns, 
wearIng no makeup, and just generally trying to tone down my great beauty. Otherwise, | couldn't have 
beat the men off with a stick and I'd never have gotten anything done. 

But at last tt's really finished; my transdim (transdimensional transporter) Is ready! !'ve bought 
a little piece of land in an area of magnetic anomaly, and according to all my calculations, when | 
engage the power source (all these involved details are In my technical journal) | should pop right 
Into the shuttlebay of the U.S.S. Enterprise! Tonight, when all of the astronomical/astrological aus- 


pices are just right, I'll leave. 
But first I've got a lot of personal details to attend to. | have to brush my long, shimmering, 
stiky blonde hair until it flows over my shoulders in golden cascades. | have to make up my perfect, 


delicate face, manicure my porcelain nafls, and pick out Just the right sexily subdued outfit fo accent- 
uate my exquisite figure (38-22-36). Ah, Jim or Spock, you're going to be a lucky man. Come to think 
of it, why not Jim and Spock; there's plenty of me to go around. 


Star Date 6324.5 

I'm recording this in a guest cabin aboard the U.S.S. Enterprise! | really made it! It's all 
simply beautiful; it looks Just like it did In the series, but slicker and more substantial. And the 
people! Kirk is just too golden gorgeous, and Spock has a beautiful soft olive complexion that just 
doesn't come across on the screen. It's going to be awfully hard to decide who to concentrate on first. 

it was magnificent when my transdim popped onto the shuttlebay deck. As | slipped out of my mach- 
ine, | could hear the klaxons wailing and Uhura sounding the Intruder Alert. Two big, burly security 
guards came stampeding Into the bay, then stopped short as they ogled me. 1 smiled sweetly and said, 

"| am Margaret Davis. 1 come in peace from Earth of the year 1980." One of them, the older one, smiled 
crookedly back at me and muttered, "I think I'd better call the captain down here." | must admit, 

| was very impressed by his calm attitude; you'd almost think they had beautiful women popping in all 
the time from the 20th Century. 

In short order Captain Kirk actually came striding through the door, followed closely by Spock 
and Dr. McCoy. My heart was pounding but | sald calmly, "I am Margaret Davis from the year 1980. 
| have come across many years fo see you." 

Jim just looked at me for a white with no expression at all. Then he waved McCoy over fo me. 
McCoy ran his scanner over me and grunted, then stepped back by the captain. Jim cleared his throat 
and raised his eyebrows. "Greetings, Ms Davis, welcome aboard the Enterprise. May | .-. uhm .e- ask 
why you've come?" 

| stepped closer and explained to him, "I was born out of my time; born too early. | have always 
known that | belonged here In this time. So, | have come and thereby rectified the error of nature." 
| watched closely for their reactions. 

Jim had glanced over at Spock who was looking back at him with a raised eyebrow (impressed by 
my accomplishments no doubt), while Dr. McCoy was looking up toward the ceiling. |! thought this odd, 
but before | could look up myself, the younger of the security guards started choking and gasping for 
breath! McCoy turned quickly, grabbed the guard, and propelled him towards the door, saying "Excuse 
me while | rush this man to Sickbay, miss. He seems to be having an attack of ... Denebian Snorting 
Fever." 

I'd never heard of Denebian Snorting Fever and started to ask Spock about it, but Jim suddenly 
started talking. "Well, Ms Davis, since you've come to live here, we might as well get you settied 
ine Wilson," he said to the older security guard, "will you escort Ms Davis to guest quarters and 
see that she's comfortable?" Jim turned back to me. "Probably the best way to start acclimatizing 
you fs to just let you talk to the crew and look around the ship. Just ask Wilson here if you need 
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anything.” Jim smiled at me then (sending shivers up and down my spine), glanced enlgmatically at 
Spock, and strode out with the Vulcan right behind him. 

| sighed regretfully, but brightened as | realized that | had al! the time in the wortd to accomplish 
my goal. | looked over at Wilson, a nice, grizzled fatherly type, and smiled. He helped me get my 
luggage from the transdim (my ammunition, you know) and showed me to the guest quarters. 

So here | am, exactly where | planned it, with everything | want just walting for me to reach 
out and take it. I'm delirftously happy and have only one 'problem' In the world. Who do | start with 
tirst? James T. Gorgeous Stud Kirk or Mr. Luscious Vulcan Science Officer Spock? What a delicfous 
di lemma! 


Star Date 6324.8 
I've finally decided on Spock, mostly because he seems easier to get to right now; | can always 
try out Jim tater, when | have the opportunity. 1 overheard Christine Chapel mention to Uhura that 
Spock's working on some project and Is spending most of his odd hours off down In the computer lab. 
| also heard that he works long after everyone else has left. Perfect! 1'I1 go down to look over 
the facilities when Spock's there alone, purely by coincidence of course! Then !'I! mention my transdim 
and some of the mathematical and astrophysical aspects of it, ask some sparkling, witty questions, 
and .-- Well, If Amanda could do It do Sarek, | can certainly do It to Spock! 
| can hardly waitt!! 


Star Date 6324.9 

| can hardly keep from crying!! It's monstrous, both Spock and Kirk out of the picture in one 
fell, perverted swoop! 

| went down to the computer lab just as I'd planned. The corridors were quiet, almost deserted; 
| passed only one crewman lounging against a wall (funny, you never see them doing that In the series). 
| paused outside the door, checked my clothes (sexy, but not too revealing for Spock), whipped out 
my mirror to double-check my makeup (perfect), and smoothed my glowing hair. Then | stepped in and 
-- OH HORRORS!! | couldn't believe it! ! stood rooted In shock. There sitting In a chair before 
the computer console, was Spock ... with Kirk in his lap?! 

They were hugging each other and moaning, "Oh, Jim!" "Oh, Spock!" "Oh, Jim!" "Oh, Spock!!" 
Just like that! Over and over! Luckily neither of them were looking in my direction, and they hadn't 
heard the door whoosh open (too preoccupied, | suppose), so { managed to gather my wits enough to back 
out before they noticed me. | probably needn't have worried about them noticing anything though, the 
way they were carrying on! 

I've thought about it a lot since I've calmed down, and | realize now that | should have expected 
it. | mean, | never remember Spock acting like he gave a piffle about women when he was In his right 
mind (except Droxine, and that never got anywhere. Probably Just experimenting while Kirk slept i+ 
off). And as for Captain James T. Kirk, well, | always did think that his derrfere looked just a little 
too round and pert; padded, Jf you see what | mean. 

But take heart! Two rotten apples don't spoll the barrel! There's plenty of round, juicy apples 
left on this ship. Scotty, for instance. | caught him smiling tn my direction yesterday, and he's 
really cute. And he's a real man, I'I! wager. 


Star Date 6325.1 

It's getting stranger and stranger. | went down to Engineering to see Mr. Scott last night. 

One of the junior engineers, Ensign Farrow, happened to comment that Scotty spends almost every night 
down there alone in the antimatter access chamber for a couple of hours. "Ah, isn't that just like 
dear Scotty," | said to myself, “even off duty he's double-checkIng his beloved engines." 

So | put on a slinky Jumpsuit (with some strategically placed cutouts) and trotted right down 
there. | knew he'd be Interested In discussing the engineering aspects of my little project; the elec- 
tronics, mechanics, hydraulics. And after a while that should lead smoothly into a demonstration of 
Scotty's personal hydraulic machinery, If you get what | mean. 

Well, just as | was coming around one of those big, free-standing cabinets down there, | heard 
groaning. It startled me, but it didn't sound exactly like hurt groaning, so | carefully peeked around 
the edge of the cabinet at the antimatter access pane. a 

Wee! Let me warn you right now! When they say that Mr. Scott loves his engines, they aren't 
kidding «+. Mr. Scott LOVES his engines!! 1!I1 be damned if | can see how he keeps from disintegrating 
some important personal appendages. One thing | was sure of right off, | don't want any part of it 
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eoe | mean, maybe It's radioactive or something. Who Knows? 

It's all been awfully disappotnting so far, what with Kirk, Spock, and Scotty al! being, well, 
weird, but all is not lost! | always thought Or. McCoy was cute, a little mature maybe, but a real 
Southern Gentleman. | think I'I! drop by Sickbay, ask a few informed questions about Andorian blology 
and look fascinated. That should do it. 


Star Date 6325.4 

| don't think | even want to talk about this one . 

| dropped by Sickbay as I'd planned, but | never got a chance to ask any questions at all. McCoy 
pounced as soon as | walked In the door. He sald he'd been hoping I'd stop by because he was doing 
a comparative study on the physiologies of 20th century humans. He said he had some data already: 
Captain Christopher, Gary Seven, Khan and company ("They're terribly atypical, though"), and a few 
others, but that | appeared to be an absolutely perfect example of a 20th Century woman. While | was 
trying to decide why that sounded more IIke an insult than a compliment, McCoy did his tests. Just 
like that, they were over! {| didn't even get to take my clothes off. 

McCoy commented that so far as he could tell, people hadn't changed much tn over two centuries, 
despite the Improved diet and living conditions. Try!Ing to salvage something out of this flasco, | 
answered seductively, "No, Dr. McCoy, a handsome, virile man Is still a handsome, virile man and a 
sexy woman is still a sexy woman." McCoy laughed and said he'd certainly noticed that and because 
of it he had a favor to ask. “At last!" | thought Joyously as | answered, "Anything, Doctor, anything 
at all!" In my most seductive voice. McCoy leaned forward and said ... never mind what he said. The 
gist of it was: if | got myself killed, would | please try not to do it ina messy way because autop- 
sies are a lot more fun with relatively undamaged bodies! 

There's a name for that, you know. 





Star Date 6325.6 

| engaged Sulu In conversation this afternoon. He was reading in one of the Rec rooms; some old 
book on botany titled eee get this ... titled The Wonder of Weeds! | sat down beside him and, Itke 
a damn fool, asked him about ft. As he looked up from his book, hls eyes brightened maniacally and 
he exclaimed, "You're Just the person | wanted to talk to, Margaret! If anyone should know about weeds, 
It’s you!" 

Three hours later when Sulu mercifully had to go back on duty, | was about ready to beat my head 
on the table. Three hours of dandelions, crabgrass, and milkweeds. What did they smell tike? Where 
did they grow? Wasn't | lucky to have really seen them? Is it true that dandelions were edible? 
Had | ever eaten one? You'd think people would have been happy to have those little yellow flowers 
all over their yards! And then It was ragweeds and thistles and goldenrods and poison Ivy and polson 
oak and ... FOR GOD'S SAKE! They can't all be extinct by now, can they? 

But that wasn't the worst of today, if you can believe it. This evening | ran into Chekov. | 
thought maybe | could recoup my losses a little, after all, he does look rather like a teddy bear. 

My mistake. Oh, he was very polite, but he just doesn't get involved with older women, you see. Older 
women! The little Twit!! 

i'm beginning to have serious doubts about all the people on this ship. 











Star Date 6325.9 
I'm getting off this space-going nuthouse! Uhura made a pass at me this morning!! 


October 12, 1980 

It's good to be home. I've turned off the boob tube, packed away my ST books, and pulled down 
my Nimoy and Shatner posters. If | never see another polnted ear, it'I! be too soon. 

After that incident with Uhura, ! went straight to Kirk and told him | was going home, back to 
the 20th Century where | belonged (and where people are normal). He looked kind of sad and said they'd 
all be sorry to see me go, but if | thought it was for the best, they wouldn't try to stop me. He 
said he'd get everyone together to see me off though, because | deserved It. 

Once down in the shuttlebay, | could hardiy walt to get back to my transdim, but | managed to 
force myself to shake hands with everyone (even Uhura). It's strange though, as | hurried gratetul ly 
back to my salvation, | could have sworn | heard McCoy snicker and say, "Well, Jim, we managed to get 
rid of another one!" But | must have misunderstood, because what could he have meant by "another" 
onez7" And why would they have wanted to get rid of me? 


-~63- 


Ah, well, who knows? I've decided that the future looks pretty bleak with people like that in it, 
and | might as well make the best of the present. It's occurred to me though, If the men of the future 
are all such duds that they make 20th century men look good, doesn't It follow that today's men might 
be duds in comparison with yesterday's men? 

l've been reading The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes recently .... 
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Me. Scott 


by V.L. Thorn 


The Enterprise -- he called her "home"; 
Engineering was hIs choice. 

His captain's trust was genuine, 
Respect controlled his voice. 


"How bad is it, Mr. Scott?" 

"Bad enough —- but I'I! make It work!" 
And with confident ability 

Scott repaired every quirk. 


He welcomed guests of every rank 
Resplendent [n his kilt. 

He manned the con when Kirk was gone, 
Followed orders to the hi'tt. 


Scott hardly ever went ashore -—- 
His love affairs were rare. 

He loved his engines -- (bonny bairns), 
And gave them tender care. 


Kirk and Scotty loved their ship; 
They handled her with pride. 

But Scotty stayed aboard her when 
Kirk went planetside. 


He couldn't bear to leave her then 
To strangers who would change her. 
Scott stayed to help update her core 
And gently "rearrange" her. 


Later, when she flew again 
As gracefully as ever, 

(Warp Orive's stubborn flaw repaired --) 
She handled like a feather! 





With Kirk and Spock aboard one more 
And willing crew to fly her, 

Can Scotty's pride be justified? 
Now, who could dare defy her! 


-64- 


TREKKISH HOLIDAYS (Part 2) 


TREK US ALL WITH BOUGHS OF HOLLY 
by David E. Buxbaum 


"Captain's Log, Stardate 27 0457 point ..." James T. Kirk, captain of the starship Enterprise, swivel- 
ed around in his command chair and snapped, "Lt. Uhura, Just what fs today's calendar date?" 

"It's point twenty-six, Captain." 

From his station, Mr. Spock sald, "I do belfeve, Lleutenant, that you will find the correct date 
to be point twenty-three." 

Kirk held his head for a moment and then said quietly, "Please confirm that with the computer, Mr. 
Spock." 

After a considerable pause full of blinking IIghts and whirring noises, the flat-volced computer 
replied, "Today's date ooo IS eee 27 eee 054 «ee point 25." 

His face breaking into a fierce grin at Spock's raised eyebrow, Kirk twirled back in his chair and 
spotted Dr. McCoy standing quietly by. 

"!*ve often wondered Just how you figure out all those numbers, Jim," the doctor said. "Il never 
could get those stardates straight In my mind, and so usually one of the medical technictans puts that 
stuff in my medical reports. And it'll continue to be a mystery to me until! Starfleet Command begins 
issuing printed calendars, preferably ftllustrated, of course." 

"Of course," Kirk repiled. "But It does boggle the mind to Imagine the sort of illustrations that 
Headquarters might use ..." 

Without forewarning, the chief engineer appeared suddenly at the captain's elbow. "Great Scott," 
McCoy cried, "how did you do that?® 

"Thank you for the tribute, Doctor," said Scotty, "but | have had my hands full with the transporter 
malfunctioning all over the place. One second | was in Engineering and then suddenly I'm here ..." 

"Just what seems to be the trouble?" Kirk asked. 

Said Scotty, "The trouble now, sir, Is not that It's not working, but that It refuses to work verti- 
cally. It goes on and off In some sort of random pattern, transporting everything horizontally in a 
haphazard fashion, with no relationship to any programmed distance." 

Mr. Chekov stirred uneasily in his chair. "Illustrated calendars," he muttered. "The captain and 
Mr. Spock can't remember the stardate. Malfunctioning transporters. | don't like this one bit," he 
added to Mr. Sulu out of the corner of his mouth. “Just watch ... things are going to get worse." 

"ees and you just better get after it," the captain was saying. "You know that we'll! be needing 
that transporter extensively In a few hours, and | certainly don't want to tie up the shuttlecraft unneces- 
sarily. And you had better be remembering one other thing, Scotty. You're scheduled to be this year's 
Santa Claus at our Christmas party later." 

“Ach, now, Captain," Scotty protested. "I dinna ken whether I'!| be finished or not with the trans- 
porter by then. Besides, | really have no time for such foolishness." 

Kirk rose from his chair and escorted the engineer firmly to the elevator door. "Now, look here, 
Scotty," he said. "You know perfectly wel! the Importance of these holiday festivities to the morale 
on board the Enterprise. Mr. Spock, Or. McCoy, and | have all performed as Santa in the past three years, 
and now it's your turn.® 

A broad grin spread over the other's face. “Aye, sir," he said. “And Mr. Spock was the very devil 
of a Santa Claus. How we ever managed to pad him out--" 

"That'!i be enough, Mr. Scott. Just remember your own duties tn this respect ..." 

"Aye, Captain. | suppose J'1ll just have to put up with it. Who was that southern Instructor we 
had at the Academy? Captain Robespierre Beauregard, | think it was, who used to say, ‘Just mind your 
harmony and grit your teeth.' In the meantime, though, | first have to make sure that the holiday cele- 
brants don't disappear during the festivities and reappear tn the middle of a bulkhead as a result of 
that crazy transporter acting up." 

Back in his command chair, Captain Kirk sighed, again hIt the record button and said, "Captain's 
Log, stardate 27 054 point twenty-five. The Enterprise is now tn orbit about the planet Saturnalia, 
the Federation's recreation station in star system XG36, to allow the crew liberty during the year's 
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end holiday season. Also, we have been requested by Starfleet Command to monitor reports of a nearby star 
on the verge of going nova. Chief Engineer Scott has reported continued malfunctions of the transporter 
mechanism. Shuttlecraft wlll be used for ferrying crewmembers to and from the planet's surface until 
repiars can be effected." 
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"You see. {| was right. Things are getting worse," Chekov groused as he joined Uhura and Sulu in 
the officer's canteen after thelr watch. They had changed Into multi-colored brocaded robes and headgear 
of assorted fabrics for their roles In the annual Christmas pageant, the rehearsal for which had just 
been a disaster. Performers kept disappearing and reappearing at random; often props would disappear 
just when performers would reach for them. 

Participants had therefore blown up on their lines, forgotten their cues, tripped over props, and 
then stomped off stage In fits of frustration. As tenslon neared the threshold of pain, Uhura scooped 
up everything within reach that could be a potential weapon, dumped them into a large bag that was part 
of her costume, and stomped off stage herself. The two men were now looking on in disconsolate fascina- 
tion as she dumped the contents of her bag on the table and began sorting It out. 

"AI! hall and shalom, O great wise ones.” Ralph Goldman, the Captain's Boy, was standing over them, 
grinning. 

"Oh, shut up," Chekov growled. "Just because you were exempted from these wondrous events, you 
needn't stand here and gloat. Either sympathize or leave." 

"And here | thought I'd cheer you three up with an Invitation over to my quarters for a little latkes 
party," Ralph went on, "what with it being Chanukkah and all. And particularly since | finally obtained 
approval to put my menorah up in the chapel.” 

tWwhat are jatkes?" Sulu asked. 

"Potato pancakes," Raiph explained, "and the way | make them-——" 

"Sounds like keegal" growled Chekov. 

"i+*s pronounced *kugal’, you Litvak," said Ralph. “Just be over at my place in about an hour or 
so and I'll make you eat those words." 

On the way down to Ralph's later, Uhura was saying, "...and all that greenery and decorations certain- 
ly liven up these bare corridors. Have you heard that Commander Scott Is to be the Santa Claus this 
year?" 

"just what we need," said Chekov, "a Scottish Santa distracted by a malfunctioning transporter." 

"Well, at least Ralph always serves some fine wine," Sulu replied. "If only we had taken the time--" 

There was a sudden shimmering effect as the corridor seemed to dissolve in front of thelr eyes, and 
+he three found themselves on the surface of the planet below, at night, and on a dirt road. 

# -- +o change Into our own more comfortable uniforms," Chekov finished for him. He stopped and 
added, "Am | losing my mind or are things becoming worse than | ever expected?" 

"It seems that the transporter Is working horizontally again," sald Uhura, "but in a most Indiscrim- 
inate manner." 

"There are times, Uhura," said Sulu, "when you sound just ITke Spock." 

The road was deserted, unlit, and surrounded by sparse bushes on either side. The night was cool; 
above them stars shown bright and blue-white. Ahead were some bulldings of sorts, from a few of which 
lights shown forth. Without speaking the three began walking toward them. 

"Although there seems no doubt that this is the notorious planet saturnalia," said Chekov, "somehow 
this does not seem to be my idea of fun and games." 

Suly grunted In agreement. "With this planet reputed to be the Bacchus and Dionysus of this galaxy," 
he muttered, "why did that broken-down transporter have to put us down in a place where they take the 
sidewalks In at sunset? Even In Milwaukee they wait at least an hour or so before doing that." 

Constderable walking finally brought the trio to a substantial bullding around which several smaller 
ones were clustered to form a rough courtyard. They were all built of a single design of earth and tumber, 
with slanted roofs of sod-covered timber. Diffused light filtered down through windows covered with 
a translucent material. From within came sounds of music and coarse laughter. 

"Well, let's go on in and find out just where we are,” Uhura said decisively. "There must be some 
way of locating a place where we can contact the Enterprise and letting Captain Kirk now where we are. 
There must be some sort of headquarters on this Federation planet." 

“But this must be some sort of inn," muttered Chekov as they entered. “Perhaps they can put us 
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up for the night and we can take care of things when It's daylight." 

"No room, no room!" bellowed a gross, heavy man who came up quickly to bar their way. He wore a 
varicolored knee-length tunic with a twisted girdle and large brownish stains. 

They were in a large hall full of smoke and wide oak tables. These were crowded with many men and 
a few women who sat at them on long benches and drank dark foamy liquid out of tall metal mugs. Fierce 
heat came from crackling, leaping flames In a huge fleldstone fireplace nearby. Light came from large 
burning torches hung along the walls. Several men strolled about playing on harps, pipes, and tumbrells, 
occasionally accepting money from those seated. 

"But it's only until morning and the night fs now well on its way," Sulu protested, stepping adroitly 
around around the man whose aura of arrogant ownership made him appear even Jarger than he was. "Only 
until it's light and we can see our way. We're strangers here..." 

"As any fool can plainly see!" the other roared, and a general wave of appreciative laughter sprang 
up about them. “And wearing those ridiculous clothes! You can't be tranders ... they'd have enough 
sense than to be bothering us now around census time." 

"And a blasphemous thing Indeed, that census!" This was from a small-boned, gray-haired woman who 
had somehow quietly joined them. "Why even the Good Book says--" 

“Now, never mind all that again, my old gray mare," the large man shouted. "You can see for yourself 
how good it is for business ... come now, what're you doing, letting our customers run dry? Do | have 
to take care of everything around here myself?" And off he went quickly to refill empty mugs. 

After glancing about, the woman led the three crewmen to a back door. "Go there,” she said, "there 
where the lamb is grazing. It's the stable there and you can make bed Inside there unt!! morn comes." 

"Stable?" asked Uhura. 

"Yes, the place for the horses. There are shocks of hay there, it Is soft and clean enough for 
sleep. I! must go now." 

A young couple had already made themselves comfortable In the stable when the three arrived, the 
girl rocking and crooning to a tiny, rosy baby she was cradling In her arms. Much fuss was made over 
the child as the man moved their belongings aside to make room for the newcomers. It was awhile, what 
with introductions and settling themselves, before they became aware of an increasing of light In the 
place, a soft even glow that silhouetted the large entranceway. 

The Interior of the stable could now be seen; numerous stal!s which housed horses that either quietly 
dozed or stared dumbly at the humans. Toward the rear, several brown cows were resting with their legs 
tucked under their bodies; a mule moved slowly about, nibbling at the straw strewn on the floor; a few 
sheep stood staring absently about as well. 

The three travelers from the stars walked out and looked at the sky. 

"Ahh, what a sight," said Uhura. "So that star really did go nova after all." 

“Truly amazing," Sulu added. “it's one thing to see a nova from the helm of the Enterprise. It's 
astounding to be able to observe such a thing directly with one's own natural eyesight." 

After standing awhile fn wistful watching, the three crewmen went back In side the stable. The 
baby was crying fitfully and its disturbed mother was trying vainly to quiet It. The father sat off, 
disinterestedly, in a far corner. 

"Ah, kitchy-koo, such a lovely child," Chekov chortled, chuckling It under the chin. 

"Chekov, go over and keep the father company,” Uhura snapped. "What you don't know about children... 
now, let's see, what have | got here?" 

She opened the prop bag from the pageant and began rummaging around Inside of It. One item she found 
was a spray bottle of perfume. This she began to use extensively around them. “At least that will cut 
down on the aroma of the animals," said Uhura. 

There were several yellow metal chains. These she began to shake and twirl In front of the baby. 
Its eyes grew large and the crying turned into low simpers. 

"| really don't know what the matter Is," the mother was saying. "The child Is dry and well fed..." 

"It may be just overtired," Uhura murmured. "Here, let me take It for awhileso that you can rest." 
She took the child and began crooning, “oh, hush little baby, don't you cry..." 

"eeeand so what do you make of my host, Clumham?" the young man was asking. 

"And who might that be?" asked Chekov. 

"Why, that large heavy man who owns this inn and is fervently dedicated to the filling of his stomach 
and his pockets, although not necessarily tn that order." 

"Gross," said Sulu. Chekov yawned and stretched himself out full length on a bale of hay. There 
were some diverse attempts at conversation which ended nowhere. The baby became quiet and soon slept. 
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And shortly the others did I fkewise. 

At dawn, they were already awakening and preparing for the road. The young man brought forth the 
mule which he loaded with bags of belongings. "Come along," he said to his wife as he led the animal 
outside. 

"Am | to walk, too, with our child?" the girl asked. 

The man saw the three travelers watching him and so he sald, "Very well," and helped the mother 
and child onto the back of the mule. "You may as well jofn us, then, for awhile," he said to them. 
"Where are you headed?" 

"To the nearest town," Uhura said, shouldering her bag. 

"That would be Beth," was the answer. "Quite a few hours on foot from here." 

"And what sort of place might it be?" asked Chekov as they al! fell Into a steady pace together 
along the road. “Are there any officials of consequence there?® 

"Some," was the answer, "as it as as big a place as one would want to find around here, but | was 
only too glad to leave as a youth. I haven't been back for quite some time. The only reason we're going 
at all Is because of this census law. Each person must return to his birthplace we're told so as to 
be counted for taxing.~ 

"Beth Is not as large a place as Aleph," he went on, “which Is a great distance to the south. But 
it is Important to travelers and traders as It Is fortified and safe. On a high hill Itt ts, overlooking 
a wide valley, which is fine !f one is a sheep herder as there {s much grass and a number of streams. 

The first and fourth days of the week are market days and then truly one can say It {fs lively." 

"My husband is a master carpenter," the gir! said proudly. "He's just finished his year as a journey- 
mane After we are counted we wil! head back south and settle down in our own home." 

"Beth is out of the question for me," the man went on, "as there are only a few trees around, and 
so little work. All the bulldingsthere are bul!t of brick or stone and mortar, some even as high as 
three stories." 

"You three are most surely travelers from a far piace," the gir! was saying to Uhura, "judging by 
your garments. They are most strange. Might one ask what brought you here and where you are gotng?" 

"Yes, we have traveled great distances," Uhura replied. “The star we saw last night helped lead 
us here, but we still have a long way to go and much to see and learn. We hope to find out in Beth what 
we are to do about going further to our destination." 

The day was clear and the sun had risen bright and burning. The walkers slowed their paces gradually 
and then, when the mule refused to take another step, stopped and sat in what little shade was provided 
by the sparse bushes along the way. the young man offered water, which was sipped from a leather canteen 
carried in the folds of the robe he wore. 

"Ah, thank you," said Sulu apprectatively. Licking his lips, Chekov added, "It would be nice indeed 
to have a mug of whatever that was those people were drinking last night at the Inn." 

"That was mead,” the young man replied. "It is made of manna, after it has been left to ferment." 

"Really?" asked Sulue "“! was always led to believe that manna was a one time miracle." 

"Oh, no," was the answer. "Manna has always been fairly common hereabouts. As a matter of fact, 
there's some on that low tamarisk bush across the road, although it is somewhat late in the season for 
It." 

"This is something | must see for myself," said Chekov as he rose and crossed the road to the bush. 
"After all, we have not eaten lately." He pulled several white, cotton-iike balis off of the bush. 

"Perhaps you should tel! your friend to go easy about eating that so quickly," the young man sald, 
“as manna tends to have a certain laxitive effect when much {fs eaten too fast." 

Chekov came back and offered some to Uhura and to Sulu. "Why, this Is sweet, Iike candy," she said. 

Feeling refreshed, the travelers resumed walking, the girl stretching her legs by Uhura on the side 
of the road. They walked quietly for awhile. The girl suddenly said, "You need not asnwer, of course, 
but may | ask if those two are your lovers?" 

“What?!” Uhura, startled, stopped stil! for a moment. She caught her breath and then continued 
one "Why, no, they're not," she replied calmly. "We are ... shal! we say, sailors on the same ship." 

"A strange vessel, Indeed, that carries such a curfous crew." 

“True,” Uhura said, "and as long as we are speaking frankly together and sharing the same roadstead, 
It seems to me that there fs a certaln unspoken hostility between your husband and you. Or have | misin- 
terpreted what | have observed?" 

"Oh, no, you have not noted wrongly." The girl sighed, and then went on, "We were betrothed as 
man and wife a year ago before he went on his year of journeying. When he returned to be enjoined as 
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a master in carpentry and to claim my dowry, he would not acknowledge my child as his own. When his 
wrath was calmed down, It came to him that he would not shame me and cause II! feelings between our fam- 
Ilfies. And so he grudgingly accepted me as his wife ... and now here we are." 

"In time no doubt he will adjust to this," said Uhura. “Now in my homeland..." 

The landscape had become hilller; the rocky terrain had forced a narrowing of the road, making them 
now walk single file. Up ahead Sulu was saying to Chekov, "... and have you noted Uhura‘s knack for 
falling In with the speech patterns of the people she Is among?" 

"Well, after all, she is communications officer," said Chekov. "But what has me worried is returning 
to the Enterprise. | keep wondering If we are missed and would a search party be sent out for us?" 

"Of course we're missed. When the three of us failed to appear for the first watch, Captain Kirk 
must certainly have searched for us. With us no longer on board, It stands fo reason that he would've 
communicated with Saturnalia headquarters to be on the lookout for us.” 

"Your calm and reasoned optimism never ceases to astound me, Sulu, but stil! somehow | can't agree 
with you. It seems that we are most certainly lost." 

"Look," sald the young man as he joined them, "see how steep the road has become. We have to slow 
down and watch our step more carefully now." 

And Indeed their way became more precipitous and rugged. The hilly landscape had given way to gullies 
and ravines, each one sharper and deeper than the one before. Apruptly, they saw above them the oval 
town of Beth. 

Several large clusters of building ringed a flat meadow perhaps a half mile or so across. The tall- 
est and widest ones rose out of a high cliff that overlooked a wide and grassy valley. Misty hills ringed 
the valley. To the left, beyond a wide and deep ravine, a thick brick wall with towers at Irregular 
intervals ranged as far as the eye could see. 

A tew small buildings stood away and alone from the major groupings, several of which seemed to 
have grown organically one from another as the need for additions developed. Leading into Beth was a 
roadway that had been worn away by many treading feet and hooves rather than having been Intentional ly 
made. The travelers paused for breath after finally making their way onto the road and then walked briskly 
on, thelr goal now so close. 

“22. and to finish what | was saying," said Sulu to the young man, “you are indeed fortunate to 
have a good and honest trade as well as such a lovely and loving wife." 

“Lovely and loving, perhaps," the other responded sourly, "but loyal? There | wonder." 

“Look, my friend, we have shared water and walking together, but stil! | must tell you this. | 
have traveled many months and vast distances to learn that loyalty is an earned quality. It must be 
given In unstinting quantity, and then one day suddenly it fis there, unbidden and unspoken." 

The young man haited and searched Sulu's face with his eyes. "Yes," he sald flnally. "I see that 
you speak the truth within you and that there is much to learn from you. You and your companions must 
have had many strange and miraculous adventures from which you have learned much wisdom. I+ would be 
most wondrous to hear such tales from your I|Ips." 

"Yes, we have been to many odd and unusual places," sald Suly, “but perhaps the most wondrous voyage 
Is within oneself. You have journeyed far yourself and perhaps will yet see stranger things than | have. 
Each of us must’ make our own treks, alone and unaccompanied at times, but some times fortunately with 
loyal friends and compantons." 

"Come on, you two," Uhura protested. “We're almost there. This is not the time for long discussions." 

The young man smiled and said, "Thank you," to Sulu, and then the group moved on into town. The 
center commons was deserted except for some tethered goats and several boys milling about playing a form 
of tag. 

"As the sun is high above us," the young man remarked, "the people here are elther at the middle 
meal or resting from the heat. Much more can and wil! be done in the cool of the day and In the evening." 

"There is much warmth In your country," Chekov replied glumly. "Il fear that we will wind up stranded 
here or else lost walking those hills beyond." 

"Do not fret so," the other smiled, “for here comes just the man to help you. If he can't straight- 
en things out for you, then no one else can. His name is David ben Isaac. He Is a scribe and the unof- 
ficial greeter here for many years." 

“And an enjoyer of good food, too, from the looks of him," Uhura sald. 

"Oh, yes," said the girl as her husband helped her down off the mule. "He is always going on a 
diet ... tomorrow. Don't take too seriously all that he says. He {sa jokester and a teller of tall 
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tales." 

And the man added, “he also cails himself an ‘interstellar welcome wagon', whatever that means." 

Of mature years, David ben Isaac wore a bright blue and white full length tunic with an enormous 
matching belt, In contrast to the younger man's gray knee length outfit. He moved much more quickly 
than the size of his girth would have indicated. 

"Glad to meechya," he sald, slurring his words and shaking hands al! around, the young man wincing 
at the contact. "Look," he sald to the latter, “you can take your wife and child over to that tallest 
building tn the corner there. You will be censused there, and then surely someone there will be able 
to arrange for a place for you to Say. !f no one does, then be sure to look me up and i'I! get after 
them. If I'm not at the roadhouse, the drink tender will know where | am." 

Turning to the Enterprise crewmen, he added, "Come with me," and led the way to a smal! stuccoed 
building set at a distance from the others. There were strong locks on the door and smal! windows set 
high In the walls. The interior was comfortably furnished with a profusion of vartous artifacts. 

“You can relax now," the man said. "! could tell by your clothes that you're from the Enterprise. 
Your captain notified Saturnalia Headquarters late last night that you had apparently been accidental ly 
transported somewhere on the surface of this planet. All of the outposts have been notified to be on 
the lookout for you." 

The three crewmen collapsed In relfef on a bench by a wall. "What happens now?" asked Chekov. 

“How long must we stay here now?" 

"Not long. Not fong. First, | have some food and drink for you ~~ real food, not that synthetic 
stuff you've been fed. And then, while you're resting and refreshing yourselves, I'I{ be notifying Head- 
quarters of your arrival. They'!! contact your ship and provide it with your coordinates. When it ar- 
rives overhead, you'l! simply be transported aboard." 

From a back room, he shortly brought forth a wooden trencher loaded down with meat, a full pitcher, 
and utensils. "Eat, eat," he said. “It's on the house." They sat down immediatdy at a table in the 
center of the room and dug In. 

Their host left for a few minutes. On his return he satd, "Okay, everything's all set. Right now 
the Enterprise fs over on nightside observing that nova. 1!'!! be along In an hour or so to pick you 
up." 

There were general expressions of appreciation and thanks, with toasts to ben Isaac. Sulu eyed 
the mug he was drinking from and asked, "What is this we're having? It tastes great!" 

"That's mead, one of the few decent aspects of thls cotton-pickin' job," said their host. He sat 
down across the long table from them and began helping himself to the meat and the mead. "I've been 
at this outpost entirely too long." 

"Outpost?" asked Chekov. "There are many others IIke this on Saturnalia?" 

"(*ve lost track of just how many. As you know,this Is a Federation recreation planet. Most star- 
ship crewmen settle for a protracted vist to Bacchus and Dionysus, the twin headquarters cities. Those 
are strictly for night life and shopping centers." 

After another mouthful of meat and a swaltow, ben Isaac went on. "Oh, they're fine all right if 
you're on a short R&R with a load of credits in your fist, but many of you star trekkers want something 
more subtle in the way of escape from your duttes. So whole different areas were bullt up to give visi- 
tors a taste of a different time. 

"Just northof us Crusaders Times, and east of that Is King Aruthur's Times. Then, let's see, there's 
Pre-Historic Times, South Seas Times, Oriental Times, even a Literary Times where you can Ifve with your 
favorite fictional characters. And for the far-out types, there are Inquisition Times and Post-Atomic 
Times." 

"Why, that's sick," safd Uhura. 

The man shrugged and replied, "Well, hmn, that's really not for me to say." He drank some more 
mead and then went on. "Outposts such as this building are what were called ‘sate houses’ In the old 
spy novels. Each ts staffed by one or more contacts |ike myself who act as Iiafisons between headquarters 
and the vacationers. We welcome them, brief them on the do's and don'ts of the area, and see that they 
are appropriately Introduced to the locals.' 

"Locals?" asked Sulu. 

"The people who live In the area. They're androtds, you know ... don't look so shocked. After 
all, the whole concept wouldn't work with real people. In this area alone three technicians are kept 
busy working overtime just keeping them In repair. Since they're almost always out In the fleld, ['m 
happy to have someone to talk to without watching my words all the time. 
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"On the whole my job is pretty routine, except for once in a while when some vacationer becomes 
so engrossed In a particular milieu that he or she refuses to return. Then | have to go out on a sort 
of safari to find such people and woo them back to reality. 

"Usually all they need is a stern reminder," thelr host continued. "But | did have one failure. 
Surely you've met him. Clunham the Inkeeper. You wouldn't think to look at him now, would you, that 
he used to be communications officer on the old Potemkin?" 

The familiar sound of a communicator precluded any comments on this. David ben Isaac removed one 
from the folds of his garment and said into It, "Hf, Captain Kirk! It's good speaking to you again. 
it's been a long time ..- Yes, they're right here and In good shape, just finishing a meal of some decent 
food and drink for a change ... Okay, just fire away, but let me get out of the way first. Everybody 
In space and his uncle knows of the Enterprise and her transporter troubles. | would dread winding up 
In the middle of that nova." 

"Cheerful type," Chekov muttered as the speaker stepped back gracefully across the room. Their 
host waved at them In farewell. 

There was the usual transporter effect. When [+t cleared, the three crewmen were In the open air 
watching a troop of armored knights go thundering by. 

Again the transporter effect. This time they were In a crowd ot people standing about a roulette 
table in one of the headquarter cities just as the croupler was murmuring, "Mesdames et messleurs..." 

The next transporter effect found them again outside, this time as a brontosaurus went ponderously 
by. 

“Is it safer out there," Chekov groaned, “or where we are, walting to be transported space knows 
where?" - 

The next transporter effect was the one that counted. They were back on the Enterprise, in the 
transporter room. Captain Kirk, Mr. Spock, Mr. Scott, and Dr. McCoy made up a smiling welcome committee, 
with much In the way of handclasps and backslapping. 

Chekov drew McCoy aside finally and asked, "Doctor, could | see you alone soon, professionally?" 

"Of course," said McCoy, eyeing him carefully. "You do look a little green around the gills at 
that. Meet me in Sickbay after this breaks up and I'II give you a full check-up, Chekov." 

"see and so the season's festivities were quite muted in your absence," Kirk was sayinge "And Mr. 
Scott never did find time to portray Santa, what with all that repair work needed on the transporter." 

“Aye, that was a perplexing trouble," Scotty said. “But it'I| be working Just like its old self 
verra shortly. And, Captain, you just wait ‘till next year. I'!! be giving them a Santa they ne'er'!| 
be forgetting «». although it does go up against my Scots forbearers to be giving ought away.” 

In Sickbay later, McCoy was finishing testing Chekov. “Physically, you're in fine shape," he said. 
"There's nothing wrong In that department that | can detect. Now, look, what really seems to be the 
problem?" 

"Well, mostly it's these feelings of depression, Doctor, of being so run down that it's an effort 
to take care of my duties. Could ! be becoming space happy?" 

"That is always a possibility. There are tonics, pIick-me-ups, avallable if you want. That and 
rest, perhaps some liberty, too, would be helpful. !s that really what's been bothering you?" 

Chekov paced about briefiy and then blurted out, "Look, Doctor, it's all these years as an ensign 
and no promotion! I'm sure that Captain Kirk would have given me a good efficiency report if only | 
had deserved it. !'ve tried to be a top notch navigator, but there are times when he must expect miracles." 

"Maybe the captain expects miracles from you because he believes that you can deliver them. Do 
you doubt that he would have let you know If you had failed at any time to be less than a navigator of 
quality? Have you doubted that this fs the finest spaceship crew the Federation ever had?" 

"No, never, Doctor. Perhaps It's just that | expect too much of myself. You know |'m glad to talk 
This out. There were times | feared being discharged from the service, not so much for Incompetance but 
tor some sort of psychological Insufficience. { think that regulations covering such things used to 
be called "section eight'." 

"Have no fear on that score, Chekov," sald McCoy as he walked him to the door. "You're going through 
a perfectly normal stage of feeling unappreciated. We all go through that fn the space service. You'l| 
survive it,|'m certain, and be even a better person for it. 

"And don't worry about being psychologically unfit. You wouldn't have made it thls tar if you were. 
Besides, as far as the regulations are concerned, everybody knows there's no sanity clause." 
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THE CHRISTMAS INCIDENT 
by V.L. Thorn 


'Twas the night before Christmas and all through The ship 
Not a human was stirring (except for third shift). 

The crew were all soundly asleep In their beds 
While vistons of beaches tip-toed through their heads. 
Blue sky and white sand, and fun in the surf 
Caused many a crewman to smile In his berth! 

The stockings were hung [In the Rec Room with flair 
In hopes that some gifts would matertalize there. 
Captain Kirk was on duty, Mr. Spock In the sack —~ 
It looked Ifke another routine watch, at that. 

When the ship gave a lurch, al! the people went tumbling. 
The view screen went blank with some definite rumbling. 
When what should appear, so delightful and dandy, 

But a slefgh -—- and St. Nick —- and a bag full of candy! 
"| say there, old chaps, can you give us a steer? 

We seem to be lost, and off course too, | fear!" 

The old gentleman sadly dispensed this disclosure 
While Kirk re-established his calm and composure. 
Then opening a latch with deliberate dispatch, 

Kirk helped old St. Nick down the hull through the hatch. 
As dry leaves In a windstorm attempting fo fly, 
Old Santa's poor sleigh overshot the night sky. 

And wandering along through the blackness of space 
Had chanced on the Enterprise, slowing her pace. 
Small hooves slipped and slid on a hul! smooth and cold, 
And their driver gained entrance -—- by asking so bold! 
He'd been welcomed aboard with appropriate joy, 

And Kirk led him quickly to Dr. McCoy. 

"Egad, what a ship!" the old gentleman pants 
As he follows the captain down hallways and ramps, 
Past levels in Ilffts that took off In a twink'; 
McCoy gave him liquid (medicinal) to drink. 

Then, laying his finger aside of his nose 
Santa said, "You've a question to ask, | suppose?" 

"1 need a smal! favor for a very short while, 

And you need directions," Kirk said with a smile. 
"The crew misses Christmas, turkey, and home. 

Could you spare a few minutes where It's friendly and warm?” 
Kirk's smile can melt glaclers, a fact we all know, 
And Santa succumbed like a raindrop in snow. 

They crept to the Rec Room with its greens -- reds —- and whites, 
Filled all of the stockings, and turned out the lights. 
Then back through the hatch with a cheerful "Good Night!" 
St. Nick joined his reindeer to continue his flight 
Back to Earth's rooftops and chimneys and soot, 
Where children would soon be enjoying their loot. 


"Warp two,” to the helmsman (Kirk stifled a yawn). 
"I'd still like to see a real Christmas dawn. 
"They'I| never believe us, that Santa was here —— 
Oh well, Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!" 
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IFA STARSHIPHAD A FIREPLACE... byLaVena Kay Kidd 
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LOVE AND WAR AMONG THE VULCANS 


Karen Hunter, anthropologist 

Chairman, Margaret Mead Division 
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Stardate 7904.25 


To the student of Vulcan culture, one of the most obvious and 
Interesting facets of Vulcan I|Ife must be the Pon Farr, the combin- 
ation of biological and mysterious rituals that surround thelr unusual 
reproductive cycle. By now It fs well-known tn the Federation that 
Vulcan males (the data Is unclear for females) generally do not 
engage in sexual activity except at stated Intervals, the most common 
of which seems to be a period of seven standard years. In addition, 
there seems to be some evidence that this activity ts a biological 
necessity, and that if for some reason the male is unable to find 
a sexual partner at this time he will die. 

The Intelligent observer is at first Inclinded to consider 
that this fs a blological and instinctive act, similar to the Terran salmon or the giant eelbirds of 
Regulus V. A rut cycle of this type is a common enough method of reproduction among many other anima! 
forms, both terrestrial and extra-terrestrial. However, there are certain complications Involved. The 
Vulcans themselves, when questioned, call this "the price we pay for not having emotions the rest of 
the time." They are reluctant to discuss the topic further, particularly with non-Vulcans, and the obser- 
ver must took to other sources to determine the truth. 

The primary argument against a rut cycle of reproduction rests on the involved family life and Intel- 
ligence of the Vulcan people. All evidence we have at the moment shows that as Intelligence increases 
in a species, the more important a stable family life becomes as a selective advantage. This Is because 
the maturation level of the young becomes increasingly long to provide for the greater amount of Informa- 
tion that must be learned Instead of being instinctive. Vulcan ts a particularly harsh planet for human- 
old life (there is some evidence that Intelligent life is not Indigenous here), and individuals or mother/ 
child dyads would not survive efficiently here. What we know of Vulcan indicates a long history of strong 
and Involved family life that supports each individual within a clan framework. 

There is some evidence that this family life ts partially matriarchal in nature, and this is what 
one would expect if sexual activity Is cyclic in the average Vulcan life. The mother of the family be- 
comes all-important to the upbringing of the young, and the father fs of negligible importance. (This 
Is also seen in socities where the mechanics of reproduction are not understood.) However, we are aware 
that “the father figure has much meaning for Vulcans" and that fathers 
have a strong influence in Vulcan families. Women become the property “> , 
of the males in the marriage ceremony and are restricted to thelr mates a 
for sexual activity. 

One can argue that this is a change which has occured since the 


Reforms and is not evidence of a past history of strong family men. Y 
On the contrary, | believe that it has the exact opposite meaning: 
that the evidence of strong male dominance Is the older pattern, and 





that the matriarchal system has developed since the Reforms to give 
females additional power [in a society which traditionally gave them 
nonee Additional evidence its that only after this are we aware of 

any females who are recognized as having a voice In Vulcan affairs. 
(Current example: T'Pau). 

We are aware that the Reforms were made necessary by the excesses 
of violence and warfare of the males. If there had been an ancient 
pattern of matriarchal dominance, these brutal wars would most prob- I] 
ably have eliminated such traces as we see now. This Is a minor oem 
point, and susceptible to argument, but it fs telling In the IIght of i 
the other evidence. . 

Very few Vulcans have been studied extensively under scientific conditions 


é 


-74- 


so as to provide Information about both their normal state and their sexual state. One example we do 

have easily avallable and wel i-documented fs Commander Spock of the starship Enterprise. He is only 

half Vulcan, but genetic scans have revealed that his physiology Is dominantly Vulcan with human traits 

as recessive. Therefor | belfeve that it is possible to use him as a valid example for study, at least 

until we can regularly examine other Vulcans and provide a basis for comparison. (This fis unlikely to 
happen tn the near future. Vulcans are extremely secretive on this aspect of their Ifves.) 

Vulcans do not secrete sexual hormones on a regular rate in a steady amount after puberty as do 
humans and other humanoids. Instead, this hormone is produced at an increasing rate as the result of 
physical activity, both sexual and hard work or exercise. (For specifics see tests run by Doctor Leonard 
McCoy, chlef medical officer of the Enterprise.) In other words, the more activity a Vulcan engages 
in the more he {fs willing and interested in partaking of sex. The implications for pre-Reform Vulcans 
become obvious. They more they fought, the more they wanted to make love. The dominance of the males 
over the femaies meant that certain men were obviously without a sexual partner at certain times due 
to pregnancy or recent birth, menses, death, or the refusal of another man to allow access to the females 
under his control. Fighting for mates became a way of life. Fighting itself would produce a certain 
amount of sexual need due to the increased rate of hormone production. Unlike humans, Vulcans do not 
have the choice of "making love, not war," as the old saying goes. The two become inseparable. Only 
the most violent of acts, either love or aggression, are capable of reducing the level of hormone in 
the body. Accumulation begins again within a few short days. (See below.) 

The institution of Koon-Ut-Kalifee (Chal lenge/Marriage) was a positive selective force for those 
individuals with a high level of both sexual and aggressive appetite. At the same time, the harshness 

of the Vulcan climate was increasing, calling for increasing 
intelligence among the population in order to adapt. Eventually 
Surak and the Reform Families realized that within a few gener- 
ations this hormonal influence would have become so strong 

bd ’ that the Vulcans would have wiped themselves entirely from 

the face of their planet. 

fs There was a long struggle for peace, Surak realizing that 

only if the circle was once broken, Vulcans could stop killing 

// ' or each other and begin to expand and develop their society. 

U | | Basically, the results of the Reforms were as follows: 
~~ _ . a) Elimination of all aggression and other forms of physical 
[f. labor. They had been nomadic hunters and warriors. They now 

settled and began a form of cultivation in order to live. 


t 
Nl ed P b) Elimination of all emotion, and therefore sexual desire, 
1f as a desirable end in itself. Sex was considered necessary 
only for procreation. c) Increase in a stated value for quiet, 
8 peaceful activities. The arts, which had largely been Ignored, 
iE were developed. Music became a popular study. (Post Reform 


lytherette works with accompanying poems are some of Vulcan's 
most beautiful accomp!Iishments.) Many Vulcans put their energy 

Avie Ic into scientific research. d) Life became, eventually, peaceful 
and predictable. 

However, the Reforms had a side effect on Vulcan life 
which has now become known as the Pon Farr. Sexual activity had been reduced to a minimum and so had 
production of the sexual hormone. Sexual desire had not entirely ceased to exist, but the birth rate 
dropped alarmingly. Before the fact was noticed and a cultural solution developed, nature took a hand. 
Within a few years, Vulcan males were experiencing attacks of sexual need so severe that if they went 
unfullfilled at the time, the males often died from the Increase in hormones of all Types. (See McCoy, 
previously cited.) There is as yet no evidence of the effect on the families. Further study is indicated. 

The problem for Vulcans Is now this: the sex hormone has not been entirely eliminated, nor is it 
dissipated by any sexual activity. In fact, the hormones build up slowly if no sex Is engaged In, and 
they continue to accumulate, at an Increased rate even if a Vulcan engages in regular sex. (This was 
an obvious solution to the problem tried in early post-Reform days. it had no effect.) The same is 
true for hard physical labor. The evidence of this again lies with Commander Spock. Of necessity, this 
Vulcan leads a very active life on the Enterprise, alternating periods of quiet with meditation and with 
the hazards of shore duty. There is some evidence that Spock has been attracted on occasion to females 
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he has met In the course of his duties (not Vulcan females), 
and that he may even have engaged fn sex with one or more of them. 
(McCoy Is not clear on this point.) However, he still exper fenced 
the Pon Farr, stardate 3372.7. 

There is a suggestion that Spock may have experienced this event 
rather early tn his life, although we are not sure what may have 
caused this. Some authorities consider this the effect of his human 
heritage. (See Lorrah, Vulcan Sexuality). It could also be the 
result of this Increased level of activity over the usual Vulcan 
pattern: the hormone was being bul lt to exceptionally high levels 
In his blood and returning him to a state not unlike that of pre- 
Reform Vulcans. {It Is Interesting to note that this event did not 
culminate in sexual activity for Spock. The female chose the Chal lenge, 
and Speck fought, returning to duty at the end of the fight fully 
capable. Subsequent studies by Or. McCoy indicated the hormone level 
was extremely low. 

Vulcans are now faced with two undesirable alternatives. First, 
if they engage In regular sex and/or physical labor, they become 
so warlike and brutal that they could kill themselves off. Second, 

If they Ignore sex on a dally basis, they either die out from lack 
of offspring or from the Pon Farr. The early records seem to indicate 
budh that the first men to go through the Pon Farr did not always die 
if unsatisfied sexually. However, Nature may no longer be giving 
Vulcans a choice. Even if they could now return to pre-Reform society, 
the Pon Farr Its a fact of life. 

Based on this information, here is a brief history of Vulcan to put the theory Into proper perspective. 

Vulcans are descended from an anthropoid ancestor (they are able to mate with humans) which either 
had, or was in turn descended from another species which had, a rut cycle. By the time the present Vulcan 
race developed there was still enough Influence from this cycle to provide for an irregular production 
of sex hormones. 

The next step is basically the same whether or not Vulcans are native to the planet they now inhabit: 
as they adjusted to the planet and/or conditions on Vulcan continued to worsen, the harsh conditions 
favored the natural selection of Increased Intelligence in order to adapt, and a shift in the sexual 
cycle to provide for a great increase in reproduction. It is suggested that this took place over millions 
of years just as it did on Earth. (Query: are there other Vulcan species, animal or otherwise, which 
do not reproduce seasonally as [s the norm on Earth and other similar planets? Why fs man different? 

The inquiring student might find food for thought In this topic.) 

Family structure developed. As intelligence Increased and the young needed longer periods of matura- 
tion (see above), bands grew in size to tribes and clans. There fs much documentation on this tn ancient 
works, particularly in direct evidence embodied in religious and ritual practices. (Another point for 
the curious student.) With the stability of secure family life, population was enabled to increase des- 
pite the high death rate caused by The hostile environment. This led to additional interaction of each 
Vulcan with a growing number of other Vulcans. Sources now become historical, and we have much Informa- 
tion available from traditional records to indicate that aggression and sexual encounters grew in a geo- 
metric progression to the population increase. 





However, this progression continued to the point that the increase 
In population no longer balanced the decrease due to death from battle, 
either with the climate or with other Vulcans. Extinction became an 
alarming and probable outcome. 

Surak detailed the Reforms, and a lengthy period of fighting occured 
before these were accepted by all Vulcans. This fighting tended to obscure 
the awareness by Vulcans of the effect of their hormonal secretion on their 
changing lifestyle. 

The past few thousand years under the Reforms have led to the situation 
at present on Vulcan. The Pon Farr has become a new fact of life that Vulcans 
are struggling to deal with. Aggression has become a thing of the past, and 
most Vulcans live a life of peace and contemplation. Reproduction remains a 
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thing that is a necessity, despite the Vulcan's long life span nearly twice that of the average human, 
and a low birth rate has become one of Vulcan's greatest concerns. 

There stil! remain many questions for the future that will determine how the Vulcans will eventual ly 
adapt to their harsh planet and their biological problems. One current solution of a cultural nature 
ts the Kahswan Ordeal for children at the age of seven standard years. This rite of passage is designed 
to Insure that Vulcans stay physically strong despite the lack of emphasis in their culture on physical 
prowess. From the human standpoint the number of deaths that occur each year are doubly regretable since 
the children are so young, though the Ordeal accomplishes Its purpose in keeping The race strong and 
healthy. However, evidence exists that by favoring one type of Individual before puberty, there has 
been no change in the pattern of hormonal accumulation that results In the Pon Farr. 

It also appears, although records on this have only been kept a short time, that Vulcan children 
are Increasingly capable at a younger age. Schooling currently begins at age four, and children work 
immediately with advanced computers of a type human children do not encounter until the age of twelve 
or thirteen. Vulcan psychologists theorize that as the Intelligence level of the general population 
increases beyond a certain point, all young are born with increasingly high intelligence. Vulcan children 
appear to have an almost instantaneous learning ability, being born with a high level of awareness for 
the world around them. This appears to be necessary since their brains control their bodies to a larger 
extent than do other humanoid types, again a fairly new adaptation. (See Spock's Brain, Blish et al.) 
The implication of this seems to be that eventually Vulcans will be able to control their hormonal secre- 
tions, Including the sexual, to the ability that they can control their breathing, healing rate, heart 
beat, and so forth, at the present time. More study [nto exactly how they do this and on how early They 
are presently able to attempt it Is necessary. At present, however, It appears to be the best possibIiI- 
ity for a solution that will be natural and long lasting, although some studies with repressant drugs 
are being done with the chronically f!l in hopes of preventing their deaths from the strong forces of 
the Pon Farr. (Lorrah, previously cited.) 

| am indebted to Poul Anderson for the suggestion | derived from his basic research into the history 
of the Diomedians ("The Man Who Counts"). The situation is analogous, not identical, but it led to the 
development of the theory as outlined above. | am also Indebted to the records of the Enterprise, in 
particular the medical reports of Leonard McCoy concerning Commander Spock. It is hoped That an under- 
standing of the information above will lead to greater awareness of the similarities and differences 
of Vulcans and humans eventually leading to greater galactic peace in the future. 


[+ i oR * Re» a * ) 
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ANACROSTIC 


by Moria Washburn 
a ae ° weadee wea ae ps fm : 
atl ll on lillie ili i lili 
PPL PP eer Pee ee PP 
"PLE PPP ee PLP PP ere i 
PREC PREP LPP ee ee ee ere ee | 
PRP PLP PP PPP MPP rE PPE PEP Er 
CEP PEEP PLP Per eer LEP RTP 
pee py Pe Pe ee Dey ee iP 
PP PPP CPP PPL PPE PEPE SEPP TEL 
ANACROSTIC CLUES: 
A) Planet where James Leonard Akaar was born: 
B) Twin planet in the Romulan system: 


C) Vulcan physfology ts similar to that of a 


D) Losira's poeple: 


E) Friend of Lovecraft's who wrote 3 ST eptsodes: 


F) Why the Botany Bay fled Earth: a 


G) Evergreen coniferous tree: 


H) Fake Andorian: 


J) Friday's Child (Wednesday's now) Is full of: 


K) Degree of rank: 


M) Doomed to die -- a word Scotty might be more apt to use: 


N) Captain of the Lexington: 
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Q) Samuel! KIrk 


R) Vulcan Desert: 


S) A Vian: 


T) Fountain of 

U) He's > Jimt 
1 2 3 4 

VY) Elaan's attitude: 


W) Vulcan test of manhood: 


X) What Kirk did with women's affections: 


Y) Tholtan 
1 2 3 
Z) Joanna to McCoy: 


AA) Kirk usually managed at least one of these per episode: 
BB) Responsibility to the Enterprise: 
CC) Antonym of dry: 


DD) How Sharper than a.Serpent's 


(SOLUTION ON PAGE 89 ) 
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THE VULCAN CHESS PLAYERS 
by Rosemarie Elerman 
from a puzzle by C.R. Wylie 


Sucik, Stupek, Svank, and Studek are the names of Vulcans who hold, though not necessarily respect- 
ively, the positions of captain, chemist, engineer, and navigator on a small Vulcan trading vessel. 


ie Even though the chemist beats him regularly, the captain will not play chess with anyone else. 
2. Both the engineer and the chemist are better chess players than the captain. 

3« Svank and Studek share the same cabin and often play chess together In the evening. 

4. Stupek plays better chess than Svank. 

5- The captain rooms alone, as does the navigator. 


What posItion does each man hold? 
(Solution on page ) 
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EAGLE 
re by Barb Parcells 


You guide us safely through the uncharted starseas 
From day to day 

You have a smile here, a reassuring word there 
For us 

You are our leader. 


{ command a ship 

And four hundred people who depend on me; 
Look up to me 

-~Even, as Bones says, adore me 


But 
it's lonely 
This chalr se. \ 
These stripes on my sleeve 
Command the respect of al! | pm ~ 
And the familiarity of so few yan ¢ 
Sometimes 4 \3 
| wish | could just hang it all up and ' 

settle down on some quiet shore ( — 
But | am what | am ‘4 / ae 
And so, A \ u 


With my two good friends by my side rar 
2 


! shall sail on. 


Lynit 


-80- 


LIGHTS OUT 


by David E. Buxbaum 





(Editor's note: We had no prior knowledge as to the 

development of this story, especially the inc!uston 

of a character known to you all; not one word has — 

been altered -- we wouldn't dare take any of the CN) — DY) 
blame ... er ... credit! ) 

"Aye, lass, and what might ye be wanting up = 
here on the bridge?" Scotty asked, turning away SQ Sy 
from his engineering station on the Enterprise. 

Electrician's Mate First Class Vel Jaeger had 
just stepped off the elevator and was looking about = 
her with awe at high-ranking officers at work, 
people who -- as en!!sted personnel -- she had LVI<I< 
rarely seen and whom had rarely seen her. 

Captain Kirk, for example, whom she had 
glimpsed briefly while boarding, had been for the 
past four years but a voice on the ship's comm 
barking red alerts or some other emergency. Lt. Uhura (as Vel correctly guessed) smiled briefly up 
at her, and then Mr. Spock walked briskly by. 

So that's Mr. Spock, she thought, and those ears really are that pointed! With her knuckles stuck 
quickly in her mouth, there was a sudden recall of her great-grandfather's tales of the old U.S. Air 
Force Academy back on Earth, and of how the upperclassmen would shout at the [ncomtng rookies: "Hey, 
lookit the ears on ‘'em!" 

And over there (her thoughts went on) those two must be Ensign Chekov and Mr. Sulu; the tales that 
some of the other girls had to tell of them. Why ... 

"What ails ye, lass, a-standing there with your fist In your mouth?" As Scotty's words pulled Vel 
back from her thoughts, she saw that he was by her side, looking querulously at her. 

"Uh, yes, sir," she said, setting down her tool box. "! have this work order-—" 

"——-to replace a bulb In a light fixture?" the chief engineer finished, incredulously, looking 
up from the stylus she had handed him. "Be ye daft, lass, don't ye know there are no lighting fixtures 
aboard the Enterprise?" 

"That is a most I!logical statement, Mr. Scott," Interrupted the eavesdropping first officer. 

"There fs light here on the bridge, light must have some source, and since we are in an unnatural! environ- 
ment there must naturally be some manufactured light source somewhere about." 

"Be that as it may, Mr. Spock," said Scotty, "there still are no lighting fixtures here on the 
bridge, as you can plainly see, although it does appear that the IIght level has gone down appreciatively. 
eee By the by, lass, what sort of replacement bulbs are avallable? Perhaps we can fearn something from 
them." 

(Excellent logic," murmured Spock.) 

Vel blanched. "Sir, there are no replacement bulbs In the stockroom." 

"When the three of you stop chattering," said Captain Kirk, "I"1] explain something to you all." 
Moving away from the railing behind them on which he had been leaning, he added: 

"The Enterprise has a unique lighting system specifically designed for It by the renowned astro- 
physicist, Dr. G. Roddenberry, F.R.P.S. and Q-E.D. Located behind a secret panel tn the captain's quar- 
ters, it Is based on the fonization of the very air that we breathe. Both of you gentlemen, | believe, 
will recall that the top secret nature of this new lighting system was indicated to you on your first 
briefing on joining this ship. As the System Is based on a renewable four-year cycle, it is currently 
replenishing itself and will sortly ion itself out." 

“And now, Electrician Jaeger, let me see that work order you showed Mr. Scott.” Kirk studied It 
for a moment, and then called out: "Ensign Chekov, this Is your handwriting, !| believe?" 

There was a quiet "Yes, sir" as Mr. Sulu smirked behind his hand, and Vel and Scotty exchanged 
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bemused glances. 

"Very wel!, now that you've all taken a good look at our new and attractive Electrician, First 
Class, perhaps we can get some work done around here, particularly since the light level seems to be 
improved. Mr. Sulu, lay in a course for ..." 

Vel took one regrettable last look around, and then re-entered the elevator. 


Spock later quietly approached Kirk and said: "Captain, there Is still one thing | find difficult 
to graspe If the lonized air has been renewing Itself, how could It possibly fon Itself out as well?" 

Kirk held his head and chuckled aloud. “Not to worry, Spock, not to worry; just an unfortunate 
turn of phrase." 

And Spock, shaking his head, strolled back to his work station. 
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STAR DRECK 


by Jean MacKay Jackson 


Cast of Characters: 


CAPT. SHAMES T. KOOK: Fearless, mindless Hero-Person and leader of the 5-year mission To Boldly Go 
Where No Man Has Gum By Four. 

MR. SPUNK: - Chartreuse-complexioned mulatto rude person from the planet Fulkan. Has interesting pointed 
organs. 

DR. LUMPERD AHOY: Wrinkly-eyed septuagenarfoan physician, passed off as a contemporary of Capt. Kook. 
Much given to exclamatory incomplete sentences such as "WHAT IN THE NAME OF ...2" 

LT. SCREWYOU: Navigational Yellow Peril. Due to the slant of his eyes, often steers the ship right 
off the edge of the Galaxy. This causes a flurry of Cheap Optical Effects. 

LT. U-WHORA: Large-bosomed JungleBunny with strange metallic growth In left ear. Suspected of not 
wearing underclothing. 

LT. SHAKEOFF: Token Russian, speaks with accent identical to that of Sir Laurence Olivier in "Marathon 
Man" and "The Boys from Brazii." 

ENGINERD MUGWUMPERY SNOT: Quasi-Scottish unintellibible ass. Sticks his tongue into the Anti-Matter 
Generators for a thrill. 

NURD CHAPSTICK: Stily female medical assistant. In love with Mr. Spunk, but fooling around with Gene 
Roddenberry. 

THE KLUNKONS: Vaguely Iranian-looking bad-tempered swarthy fellows, they are so foughly bullt that 
they have been known to wipe their noses with Denebian Slime Devils. God knows what they wipe their 
bottoms with ... 

THE RUB-U-WRONGS: Wearers of cast-off Mr. Spunk make-up. Their female Commander has a cute behind, 
which she thrusts at the camera annoyingly, thereby causing a focussing dilemma for the cameraman. 


OUR SCENE: The bridge of the U.S.S. Undersize. Capt. Kook is at the heim. He addresses his science 
officer, Mr. Spunk: 


KOOK: The Klunkons are approaching us at a speed of Wharf-8, Spunk. What shal! we do? Oh dearie me, 
whatever shal! we do, huh, Spunk? What???? 

SPUNK: Well, Captain, my calculation is that at Wharf-8, the Kiunkon forces will arrive at impact-point 
In, um, well-let's-see, uh, three-point-six-elght-five-zero-nine-sic ... 





(BAD CRASHING NOISE. ENTIRE CREW, EXPECIALLY CAMERAMEN, LURCH FROM STAGE-RIGHT TO STAGE-LEFT, PASSING 
THROUGH STAGE CENTER.) 


DR. AHOY: Very nice, you pointy-brained Fulcan son-of-a-mother-amokker. Now the Undersize is rendered 
helpless and al! the cameramen are getting vertigo. I'll have to get out my neat little whizzy hypodermic 
and give everyone a shot of Quadro-Triticale Extract. That won't put the goddamn ship back together, 

but at least we'll all die grinning like fools! 

CAPT. KOOK: Lt. U-Whora, try to get through to the Klunkon commander [f you can, please huh, willya 

okay? 
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U-WHORA: (Amid a din of BLEEEP-BIFFLE-BOOINK-BLEEEEE.) Saay now, y'all dusky Klunkon soul-brothas! 

Ah wants to talk to you' Main Man! Say whut? Do whut? Oh Lauzy, Capt. Kook! The Head Honky in the 
Klunkon command sez we-al! kin blow It out our ear an' set ft on fire wit' phasers! 

ENGINERD SNOT: Hoot mon, salnts persarve us, faith & begorrah, Chivas Regal, Scots Wha Hae .. 

LT. SCREWYOU: Aaaah, speak English, Snottie, We all know you grew up tn Brooklyn. 

MR. SPUNK: If all the ethnic persons will maintain silence for a parsec, I'll attempt to extricate 

us from this dismaying predicament. 

NURD CHAPSTICK: O0000h, Mr. Spunk! |! just drool all over my unlform when you talk multi-syllabic like 
that! 

SPUNK: Curtatl the crap, Chapstick. We know you're just In this show because you're playing footste 
with Roddenberry. Crew, we are In big trouble. The feces have impacted with the propeller. The feline 
Is out of the cloth container. The unit of currency stops here. 

LT. SHAKEOFF: Missturd Spunk Iss trying to tell us dat al! de Czar's horses und all de czar's men cannot 
put de Undersize togedder again. 

DR. AHOY: Waaaaal, Ah'm Je’ an ole country doctor, but .«. 

LT. SCREWYOU: WHY 1S IT that everybody here has an accent except ME, and am ! a Chink or a Jap or a 
Hawalian or WHAT??? 


(CHAOS RUNS RAMPANT.) 
(THE KLUNKONS AND THE RUB-U-WRONGS ENTER & QUIETLY TAKE OVER THE SHIP.) 
(THE RUB-U-WRONG COMMANDER, A STUNNING LADY WHO RESEMBLES MR. SPUNK IN DRAG, MOVES INTO CAMERA RANGE: ) 


LADY COMMANDER: Very good, troops. It appears that the entire crew of the Undersize has once more 
Gone Mad, Aged Rapidly, and/or Been Taken Over By Large Intelligent Cloud-Beings. (WHILE FILING HER 
NICELY-MANICURED EARS ...) Now, the first thing |'m going to do with this rattle-trap ship is to get 
some nice frilly curtains ee. 


(THE SCREEN GOES BLANK AND WE CUT TO A COMMERCIAL MESSAGE WHOSE PLOT IS CONSIDERABLY MORE COHERENT THAN 
THE SCRIPT OF THIS SHOW HAS BEEN .cccccccee) 


6UumlUCUCOWlCUCOOlCUO 


ANSWERS to KLINGON-ROMULAN TRIVEA QUIZ. 
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A Mest Logical Misunderstanding 


by Peter Scott 





"Slow to warp factor one, Mr. Sulu, and program 
a parking orbit." 

Obediently the massive starship decelerated, and 
on her captain's orders re-entered the realm where 
Newtonian mechanics presented a reasonable approximation 
of the true state of things at least some of the time. 
Ahead lay the large crimson orb of the planet Ochria. 

In the command seat Captain Kirk experlenced a momentary 
false sense of relief. The uninteresting fact that 
they had succeeded In reaching the planet safely was 

not worth the relaxation, although every master heaves 
a sigh when his ship makes port. Now If they hadn'+ 
made it, that would have been something to write home 
about. The real difficulty lay ahead. 

Two months earlier an unmanned Federation survey vessel had logged faint signs of IIfe on Ochria as 
the craft had passed a light year or so away from the system. Now it was Kirk's duty to establish first 
contact with the natives and to pave the way for the diplomats. 

Spock bent over his scanner and announced, "Primitive communications satellites tn orbIt, Captain, 
transmitting highly directional beams. That is probably why they weren't detected by the survey vessel." 

Kirk smiled in relief, allowing himself some needed repose; if this civiilzation 1s on the threshold 
of space then communication would hardly be difficult, there being so many common referents. The smile 
was short-lived, however, for Spock suddenly spoke urgently. 

“We are being scanned, Captain, with beams far more advanced than the satellites would suggest. 

They are close to our capability." 

Kirk*s tactical Instincts pulsed within him; he turned to Uhura and crisply ordered, "Open a hailing 
frequency, Lieutenant. Put it on the main screen." 

He rose, and walked slowly forward, formulating his words. 

"Hailing frequency open, Captain," acknowledged Uhura. Kirk opened his palm in one of the universal 
gestures of peace and said, "This is Captain James T. Kirk, of the USS Enterprise. We come on a —* 

He wasn't allowed to finish. The screen, showing a view of the planet, suddenly went pitch-black. 

A dozen different alarms flashed on Spock's panel, and after a moment's evaluation he turned to Kirk. 

"A sophisticated force field, Captain. The ship Is effectively immobilised, and our communications 
are Inoperative." 

Kirk turned to the helm. “Sulu, lock on main phasers. Prepare to fire when | give the word." 

"Phasers are no’ working, Captain," broke in Scotty. Kirk slammed his fist against the arm of the 
command chair. 

"What ts It, Mr. Spock?" he demanded helplessly. 

"Difficult to ascertain, sir," answered the Vulcan. "But it seems to have been constructed to 
cease functioning [n about two years' time." 

"We can't stay here two years, Mr. Spock," repiled Kirk acidly. "What chance do you think a shuttle- 
craft would have of getting through?" 

Spock might have repited that in his opinion such a maneuver would have as much chance of success 
as a tribble strangling a Gorn, if he were capable of such colourful simftles. He was interrupted by 
the appearance of a pleasant-looking humanold on the main screen, evincing unmistakable signs of apology. 
Simultaneous with that appearance the black curtain around the Enterprise vanished. Before Kirk could 
speak, the humanoid raised an arm. 

"| am Dorv, of the planet you call Ochria. | must apologize for the way you have been treated. 

We had no idea you were not representative of your species.' 

Kirk was intrigued, and his ire subsided In favour of diplomacy. 

"Explain," he satd sharply. 

The Ochrian went on to explain how his race had been relatively backward In space travel, but had 
perfected certain devices such as the quarantine field tn which the Enterprise had been held. 
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"Quarantine?" Inqufred Kirk. 

"Yes," explained the Ochrian. "You see ..."” 

He went on to relate what a few years ago a long-distance mission of theirs ("Very primitive by 
your standards") had come across a dead, automatically-controlled craft. Affixed to the side, under 
an aluminium shroud, was a golden disc, with cryptic instruction for decoding. 

"When we played the disc, we were amazed. There were creatures like yourselves, doing the strangest 
things: stickling white tubes In thefrmouths and setting fire to them, speaking In many [{ndecIpherable 
tongues and ... just generally doing the oddest things,” finished the Ochrian lamely, realising how 
tame his argument sounded now. "I'm afraid we ... we decided that 
this was a warning to intelligent species to keep clear of an eo. 
an assylum. A mental assylum. When we saw the form of the beings 
aboard your ship we thought you had somehow escaped and perhaps 
captured a starship. We had to put you [n quarantine ... of course 
when we scanned your memory banks we found out the truth. What can we 
say?" The Ochrian wriggled. Kirk found himself laughing. 

"You'll find you're right," he said. The Ochrian blinked. "We 
aren't representative of our race. At least, not the one you saw. We 
come from a rather more cultured age." 

Spock turned away. Jim was exaggerating again oe... 
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untitled 


by Amy D. White 


Suspended softly from the Pleiades, 
Diana's Basket dips beyond the trees; 
It gathers myriads of memories 
To be translated into melodies. 


We've met before -- | know the feeling. 
We've met before. Somehow | know 
We've walked together under the same old sun; 
But in a different time, 
With different names and places to go. 
| seem to remember that we were good friends 


Long ago. 
We'll meet again -- | have a feeling 
We'll meet again. Somehow | know 
We'l! walk together under the warm, red sun, 


Through soft green paths, beside 
A crystal stream, together again. 
| know In my heart that we'll meet and be friends 
Once again. 
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shies Seeuriéu: 
Sulu Séuyle! 


by Michael Koenigsberg 





"Mre Sulu, you have the conn ... " The 
words echoed in the helmsman's ears as the 
captain left the confines of the bridge, accom- 
panied by his faithful science officer, to 
attend a high-level staff meeting at Regional 
Headquarters on Starbase 55. 

"Why you, Sulu?" inquired Chekov, beaming. 

"Most likely because Mr. Scott is laid 
up with the flue | intend to run a taut ship, 
Pavel, with plenty of drills for the hands..." 

| Sulu broke off as Chekov emitted a rude sound 
from between pursed lips. 
Amidst general laugher, Sulu grinned and 
reached for a clipboard that a yeoman extended 
to him. His smile changed to a more serious expression as he studied the contents of the computer print- 
oute Uhura cleared her throat and raised an eyebrow interrogatively. 

"Well, Miss Spock, | have a small puzzle for you to ponder." 

"Of course, Captain Sulu!" 

"Seriously, why would the security department of the ship be showing such a decline in efficiency 
for the last quarter? We've been on extended mapping surveys, with little call for their services. 

They show a thirteen percent drop as compared to the last time." 

"Why don't you ask them, sir?" Uhura manipulated the dials on her board and called down to the 
head of Security, one Commander Giotto. His gravelly voice rasped at Sulu as he replied heatedly to 
the temporary captain's charges of laxness. 


"| can't describe the problem over the intercom, Sulu. Why don't you come down and I'll explain 
it you you personally. In fact, | insist you do so." 
"Fine, Chief; I'll be right down there." 


Sulu stood and stretched as he surveyed the bridge. All stations were adequately manned; there 
were no problems that he need concern himself with while the ship remained in orbit over the starbase. 
He headed for the elevator, motioning Uhura to follow him. He allowed the doors to whisk shut before 
he began to speak to the communications officer. 

"Security." The elevator began to move, filling the cubicle with a pleasant hum. "If we can nip 
a potential problem in the bud, we can't help but impress Captain Kirk." 

"A big if my dear Sulu. Giotto sounded perturbed and that isn't like him. He's normally very 
phlegmatic." _ 

"All the better, Uhura. It's tough enough to win any points in peace time." 

"Why Sulu, you sound rather mercenary." 

"Come on, Uhura, you Know what | mean. | don't care to remain a helmsman for the rest of my days, 
you know, much as | enjoy serving under Captain Kirk. This might be my big chance. And yours’ too, 
| might add." 

Giotto was quick to puncture hopes of a quick solution to the problem. He welcomed the two officers 
to his domain and got right to the point. 

"There have been some strange occurances aboard ship for several weeks now ee. my personnel on 
overtime duty, trying to track down the culprit. 

"| Thought at first that one of the crew was a practical joker, out for a few laughs, but changed 


my mind when a flurry of activity kept us chasing one day. | still haven't figured out how the culprit 
gets around the ship so fast. |! will say this, though: whatever is behind the shenanigans isn't human!" 
"Was anything stolen, Chief?" asked Uhura. 
"No = tt 


"What about patterns to the whole thing?" Sulu tugged at his ear. "Has the computer made any sense 
ouT:oT tz" 
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"Why would we ask the computer, Sulu? Security does its own bull work." . 

"! understand that, Chief," replied Sulu patiently. "But If you think the culprit isn't human, 
then you should have used the life monitors to detect any alten life." 

"We did that, Mr. Sulu," Giotto glowered. 

Urura raised a placating hand. "THe chief obviously knows his business, Sulue We should try to 
help him think of things that he might not have done, as yet." 

"You're right, Uhura. Sorry, Chief." 

Glotto nodded. "I'm just upset, | guess. The report to the captain just makes us look bad, that's 
all. Uhura, | did requisition time one day for the use of the monttors.e There {fs no additional Itfe 
on board the Enterprise, other than those already in the ‘present and accounted for' files." 

"Therefore, the trouble may be with Indigenous life on board." 

"That's logical, Uhura," Sulu inter jected sarcastically. "Sorry Chief; how about checking with 
the blology department ... see If any of their specimens escaped recently." 

But the query was fruitless. Roberts tn Zoology swore that his animals were still safely locked 
up and had always been. And ships of the Enterprise's day had no problems with rats or mice. Modern 
technology insured that the ship was vermin-free and stayed that way. It was obvious that they were 
back to square one. 

"Could a crewman have brought a pet aboard? Remember the tribbles that time?" Both men looked 
at Uura, who at least had the grace to appear embarrassed. 

Giotto queried the computer, then shook his head. 

Sulu began to pace the room, hands clasped behind his back. “it seems to me that we're talking 
around In cIrclese Had anyone reported seeing the critter? It probably roams the corridors at night, 
when the lights are dimmed down.” 

Uhura became excited as a new thought struck her. “How do the ‘strange power drains‘ correspond 
to the night hours of the ship? We've got to be dealing with something mechanical; something that moves 
excedingly rapidly, but with caution." 

Giotto again queried the computer, this time activating the voice mode of the device. 

--Affirmative. Power drains average same amount of energy consumed, twice per dim perlod daily. 
Method of appropriating power Identical .... always through standard outlets . -- 

Now Sulu was enthusiastic. "And I'I|l bet that the controls monkeyed with were always turned to 
the ‘off* position." 

—Atfirmative.— 

"The [tems disturbed were undoubtedly pushed away from blocking the outlets!" 

"{ can check that quickly enough," said Giotto. He grinned after talking into his communicator 
for a short time. 

"You've got it, people." 

Sulu grinned, "Then all we have to do is shut the power to the outlets for a night. The inconveni- 
ence will be minimal and we'll catch this thing!" 

"Don't forget that It's a big ship,” cautioned Giotto, "and that we'll have to get the assistance 
of Engineering." 

"t'll talk to Mr. Scott, right away; then get back to you, Chief. Get a pattern as to which areas 
are most frequently visited. 
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"It's like a mechanical cat, Chief!" 

Giotto nodded. Extremely fast when powered up. Our people found it vainly trying to get power from 
an outlet using its claws as plugs. It's almost deactivated now." The robot cat placidly washed Itself 
as if realizing the futility of the attempted escape. Tongue washing fur duplicated the real thing. 

"| wonder who bul!lt the thing," mused Sulu. 
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"Well, Captain?" Spock waited. 
Kirk nodded as he read the report made.on the incident by Sulu. “I! like the way that he handled 
the situation. And that he didn't try to hog all the credit. | think that all concerned handled them- 
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selves quite admirably." 

"An excellent method of determiningthe mettle of a young ship's officer, sir, with little disruption 
to routine and no danger." 

"The only difficulty fs that | have to think of a new test for the next officer. Was the cat return- 
ed to Engineering? It's too valuable to be allowed to run around loose for long.” 

"{"'11 have Sulu attend to the matter at once, Captain." 

"And please thank Mr. Scott for me, Spock. 1 know how he hates being cooped up In Sickbay." Kirk 
waited for the Vulcan to leave before muttering, "By now, he should be caught up with his technical 
journais." 
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Awakening to a Daydream 


by Vel Jaeger 


| thought my mind was prepared 

to drink again of her dazzling beauty. 

But when the travel pod turned 

and | saw her floating free, 

with backswept wings of an angel poised in flight 

| felt my eyes betray me. 

It was she all along who caused those dreams; 

it was the aura of her rebirth that tormented me, 

and made me hatethe stolid role | so foolishly chose! 
This ts where | belong, 

with the solar winds at my back 

and the void beckoning me onward 

-- | must be the man to lead where none have gone before. 
We flew about her: above, behind, below, ahead 

-— that crafty Scotsman knew | needed the time 

to absorb the reality 

before we made the final joining. 

Home again at last. 

As | stepped Into the turbolift the union was complete 
-- | was coursing through her 

as surely as blood through veins 

-- we are one again, 

and | am at home in her caress! 
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A MOTHER'S SON 
by Vivian Mettz Bregman 


The shuttlecraft Is more than a little overdue, Kirk thought. And it was such a good idea at the 
time. We orbit the fourth planet and check It out for possible life forms while Cane and a sclence 
party take the Galileo and check the first planet. The best laid plans —- 

Spock broke Into his thought. "Sensors picking up a vessel, sir. Too large to be the shuttlecraft. 
It is oe. a Klingon warship, Captain." 

Kirk spoke almost before his first officer had stopped. “Red alert, Lt. Uhura. Arm photon torpedoes, 
prepare phasers, Mr. Chekov." 

"Aye, sir,” from Chekov and from Uhura, "Yes, sir. We're getting a message from the Klingons, 
Captain." 

"Put It on the screen, Lieutenant." 

Commandor Kor's face appeared on the viewscreen. "Before you open hostilities, Captain Kirk, | 
think you may be looking for a shuttlecraft? Missing for a day or so? With six humans aboard? One 
of them part human, anyway? Your second officer? A female?" 

Kirk spoke into the Kifngon's pregnant pause. "Hold it, Chekov. Go on, Kor. | may possibly be 
Interested in such a vessel. 

Kor's smile was nasty as he went on. "Talkative little thing, your Lt. Commander T'Racy Cane, 
considering that she Is part Vulcan." 

Spock's outer reaction was confined to a raised eyebrow as he wondereed what they could have done 
to make her "talkative." He thought of the mindsifter then with a sudden chil! and he doubted that 
a quarter-Vulcan like Cane could resIst it. 

Kor went on relentlessly. “Routine explorations In this sector of the galaxy, the only Federation 
starship for parsecs. Am | right, Kirk. She doesn't look Vulcan, Kirk, and she certainly doesn't act 
Vulcan. At least, not any more. She seems to have forgotten how to run the shuttlecraft, or else she 
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doesn't want to. No one else on board can, either. Too bad. It seems to be headed for that sun, Kirk. 
| give you a choice, for old times sake. Her or us. | should imagine that her Vulcan cousin wants 
her returned, even [if you don't. Fight or go after her, Kirk!" 

The captain turned to the science station. "Spock?" 

"There is a small craft heading for the sun, Captain. Chances are 98.8% that it is the Galfleo. 
Five life forms aboard." 

Kor added, “One of your people died, Kirk. Sorry about that." He didn't look at all sorry. "I 
figure that you have about forty-seven minutes before it gets too close to the sun for IIfe to survive." 

Kirk's reply was instantaneous. “I'Ill return the favor some day, Kirk. And that's a promise! 

Mr. Sulu, make for the shuttlecraft." Kirk indicated the viewscreen with a savage motion of his arm. 
"Uhura, turn him off!" 

Forty-seven minutes was cutting It fine, but the tractor beams caught the ship and its precious 
cargo in time. Kirk, Spock, and McCoy, together with a medical contingent and stretchers, met the shuttle- 
craft in the hangar deck as soon as it was pressurized. 

When the hatch was opened on the Galileo, there were five figures lying on the floor, curled up 
in a fetal posiItione Or. M'Benga, as the expert In Vulcan medicine, went to the second officer, while 
McCoy and the other doctors checked the four humans. 

McCoy's report to Kirk was short and ugly. "I don't know what they did or how they did ft, or 
how long It will last, but Cane is catatonic. The other four are mindless vegetables." 

Spock enlightened him. "! believe that {| know what It was, Doctor. When we were on Organia, the 
Kitngons used a mindsifter on me. It was only my Vulcan abilities that protected me. Commander Cane 
was not Vulcan enough to resist it. | would imagine that she would have virtually no chance of returning 
to normalcy, from what | know of the experfence of the minds! fter." 

McCoy was livid with anger. "How could you be so blasted coldblooded! She's your cousin, Spock, 
and | thought you liked her. How can you stand there so calmly and say that she has no chance?" 

Spock's voice was unusually cold. "If 1 thought shouting or losing my temper would help her, Doctor, 
| might consider It. But it will not. Only you can help her, and it would seem that you would rather 
shout and lose your temper. And | said ‘virtually no chance,’ Doctor, which is not the same thing as 
*no chance.' One would think that a doctor would know the difference." 

Spock turned to Kirk and said formally, "With your permission, Captain, one of us should be on 
the bridge in case Commander Kor decides to return" 

"Go on, SPock. I'll be In Sickbay if you need me." Kirk looked speculatively after his friend. 

He knew the Vulcan was hurting, but he knew better than to say anything that would acknowledge it. 

Once the five victims were settled in the sickbay and examined more thoroughly, McCoy turned to 
Kirke. "1! don't know yet about Cane, but the others have no minds left at all. There [fs a possibility 
that Spock might be able fo get through to her with his mind touch, but | wouldn't count too much on 
that. | wish | knew more about this mindsifter." 

"| don't know, Bones. Spock has been through it, and he doesn't seem to think she has much of 
a chance." 

"Well, I'm not giving up on her, at least not yet." 

"All right, you're the doctor. I'I! go and relieve Spock on the bridge — I'll send him down and 
you can talk to him about it." 

When Spock arrived In Sickbay, it was he who broached the subject. "Doctor, i believe that | may be 
able to reach her. Although | would estimate my chances of getting through to her at only 7.542%, | 
think that | should try." 

Spock leaned over Cane and, placing his hands on her face, said, “My mind to your mind, T'Racy. 
Open your mind to me." What he found was chaos, her mind shifting from past to present and back again. 
As she felt his mind touch hers, she put up her mental shields, but he was far too strong and determined 
for her. She opened her eyes and looked at him wildly, trying desperately to pull his hands from her 
face. 

"No," she moaned. “Let me be ...-" She looked at Spock with loathing. "Go away. | never want 
to see you again." Tears ran down her face. "Why didn't you let me be?" As he pulled his hands away, 
she curled herself Into a ball and continued crying, helplessly, hopeless, as If her heart would break. 

Spock turned to McCoy, “Doctor, | can do no more. ! understand that you consider yourself a psychia- 
trist. Perhaps you can do something." McCoy noted that Spock's retreating back was stiffer than normal. 

As nothing that McCoy tried seemed to get through to her, as a last resort, the doctor finally 
suggested to Kirk that her home planet might be able to help. 





-90- 


"{mpossible, Bones," was the disappointing answer. "We have a shipment of perishable drugs to 
deliver, and it will be at least thirty-two days even at maximum speeds before we could reach Vulcan. 
That's the best we can do." 

"I've spent the last three days doing practically nothing but talking, talking, trying to get through 
to her at some level or other. Maybe you should try. She looks up to you, you know, with the closest 
thing to hero worship that I've seen since ... since | don't know when." 

"What would | say?" 

"Damned if | know, Jim." McCoy smiled ever so slightly. If I knew, then I'd say It, and then 
[I'd be the genius. We've got a month. We may as well try at least." 

When Kirk went Into Cane's sIckbay room, she was sitting apathetically on the edge of the bed, 
her elbows on her knees and her hands together. He sat down In the chair opposite her and started talking. 

"T*'Racy, It's Captain Kirk." 

She didn't move, but only continued to rub her hands together and look at them. 

"T'Racy, look at me." He walted. “Then, "T'Racy, look at me. Damn It, that's an order." He 
tigured, and correctly so, that this was the one approach that McCoy hadn't tried. She lifted her head 
and stared through him. 

"T'Racy, it's Captain Kirk. Say something." 

"No." 

No? t 

“Noe Either it's Commander Cane and Captain Kirk, or it's T'Racy and Jim." 

He smiled and said, "Okay, then, T'Racy, it's Jim.” 

"Fine," she said In a monotone. "Jim, go away." 

"T*Racy," he implored. "Please taik to me. Say something. Anything. You don't have to talk 
about what happened. Just ... say something." 

"If | talk to you, will you go away, Jim?" 

"Yes. Will you talk to me, then?" 

"Did you ever lose somebody you loved? Of course, everybody has. Somebody who was almost part 
of you because you knew this person so well?" 

Kirk thougut with a sudden pang of Sam. "Yes. My brother. Four years ago." 

She rubbed her hands together as she spoke, and her eyes never left the captain's face. "My sister 
died when | was eleven. She was six. A rare bone disease. Both of my parents were doctors and they 
could do nothing. Nothing. Seven months of sitting by her bedside and watching her die and doing 
nothing. Nothing. Two of the greatest experts In pediatric Human-Vulcan medicine. Doing nothing. 
Nothing." Tears were running unnoticed down her face as she spoke. "Nothing. Only .«. it didn't happen 
eighteen years ago. It just happened. It's like It just happened. There are things that happen to 
us that we can only live with because of the protective coating of time that blunts the sharp edges 
of the memories. That's what Is gone from my mind, Captain. Jim. The coating of time. The disciplines 
that let me be Vulcan. It's all gone. Everything Is naked. My mind fs ... naked. Did you ever read 
Kipling, Jim. He was one of my mother's favorite poets and all of what she read to me when I was a 
child is fresh In my mind again." She started to recite. 


| have a dream, a dreadful dream -- 
A dream that is never done. 

| watch a man go out of his mind, 
And he Is My Mother's Son. 


"Do you know that poem? | used to think it was depressing. Now | know that it was prophetic. My Mother's 
Child ... | am that Mother's Child. 'They laid on My Mother's Son more than a man could bear." You 
wanted to know what they did to me, Jim. That's what they did. ‘They dragged it out with My Mother's 
Son longer than he could stick ...'" 

She looked down at her hands again, and continued. "When | was at the Academy, | went fishing 
with some friends. Or rather, they went fishing and | went along. They caught a fish and then, do 
you know what they did?" She didn't wait for an answer but pressed her palms firmly together as she 
said, "First, they cut it to the spine and opened It up." She opened her hands edge to edge. "Then 
they took out the backbone and felt around for more bones." The forefinger of her right hand felt around 
and around on her left palm. “That's what the mindsifter did to me, Captain." She stared at her open 
hands. "Can you see my brain? Jim? There it. ts." She moved her hands toward him as if offering some-~ 
thing on her own, empty palms. Almost without thinking, Kirk suddenly reached out and took one of her 
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hands in his. 

"Don't," he said quietly. 

She looked at his hand on hers in surprise. “Why did you do that? Why did you take my hand?* 

"! don't really know. It seemed the thing to do at the time. | don't really know why | did ft. 
| just did." 

"Vulcans don't touch." She spoke with finality. He started to pull his hand away, but she put 
her other hand on top of his and held his nand firmly, almost too firmly. “There Is no logic In it." 

"Maybe that's why humans do It and Vulcans don't." 

"But there Is comfort in it. It makes me feel less ... less «-.% She groped for the word. "Less 
alone. Humans touch." She sald it wonderingly, as she looked at their clasped hands, as if making 
a marvelous discovery. 

"When T'Oby died, my father meditated for days. Alone. My mother stayed with her father. They 


prayed together and sat on low chairs. | remember. 1! was trying so hard to be Vulcan that | meditated 
as my father did, but there was no comfort In it for me. | thought that the fault was mine. As always. 
There was a wall between my parents after that, something was missing. This touch was what my mother 
wanted -—~ no, needed from my father. He never knew. | never knew. Humans touch." 


Kirk made no more attempts to retrieve his hands although her hold was [Increasingly painful. He 
said only, "The touch of flesh on flesh, T'Racy. !'m glad It helps." 

She looked at him as If realizing for the first time that the captain was sitting across from her. 
"Captain, you cannot stay here all day, as much as | would like It. Can you come back again? Please?" 
"Yes. | wil! be back later. Now Dr. McCoy will want to know that you're ... feeling better." 

"You will come back later?" she asked again. 

"Yes. And now | really have to go." 

*! know.” 

"You'll have to let go of my hand.” 

"Oh. Of course.” She let go slowly, reluctantly. "You will come?" 

"Where could | go?" He smiled at her. "We're In space and enroute to deliver some drugs. I'1| 
be back later. WII! you talk to Dr. McCoy in the meantime?" 

"Yes, only ««. please, don't let Spock in. 1! can't see him. 1 won't face him. Please?" 

“Why not? He's Vulcan, and your cousin, and | would imagine that-—" 

"No!" Her vehemence surprised him. "Right now | ... hate him too much. 1 was ... deep inside 
myself. ! had escaped from ... thinking, and he made me come out. He made me think again. Maybe ... 
maybe when I'm better. Sometime. But not now." 

"ALI right, T’Racy, tf that's what you want." Kirk was pleased that she was at least willing to 
talk to him and McCoy. “i'l! tell him not to come in. He'll understand." 

Over the next three days, both McCoy and Kirk spent quite a bit of time Talking to her. On the 
evening of the fourth day, she asked Kirk, "I would Iike to know how this incident was entered in the 
log, Captain.” 

"What do you mean?" 

"| guess | mean that I'm beginning to think about a possible return to duty, Captain. Eventually. 
And I'm wondering how it was entered in the log ... sir.” 

Kirk's face showed his happiness at this sign of returning sanity. "When and if Dr. McCoy certifies 
you as ‘fit for duty" you can return. You know the rules. McCoy will be glad when | tell him that 
you asked." 

"He knows." 

"He knows?" 

"Naturally. He's been listening," she said matter-of-factly. 

"Listening? What makes you say that?" 

"Captain," she almost smiled. "The mindsifter took my sanity, not my intelligence." She squeezed 
his hand again for reassurance. "And there should be guards outside the door In case | get violent. 
That's what | would do." 

Kirk's grin was broad. "No, they certainly didn't harm your intelligence." 

“Now, | suppose I'd better see Spock." She repressed a shudder, part of her insisting that she 
must see him or she'd never be well, but still she recoiled In dread from the one who had pulled her 
out of the secure part of her mind into which she had retreated In her madness. 

The first officer came In a short time later. "I! am pleased that you feel well enough to see me, 
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Commander." 
Actually, she thought unsteadily, | feel far from well. She had her hands clasped tightly together 


and pressed them between her knees in a vain attempt to keep them from shakIng. She looked at him and 
could think of nothing but the way In which he had pulled her mind from Its safe refuge. 
Spock went on as if he had not noticed her agitation. "I know what it was that you went through 
and, If you wish, | can help you with another mind touch." 
She looked at him, her breath raw In her throat, and feeling her heart beating faster and faster. 
Suddenly, she exploded, her hands coming apart and reaching for his throat as she screamed at him. 
"You goddam Vulcan bastard. If you touch my mind again, I*11 kill you — get out -- get out — | never 
want to see you again ..." As her voice rose to an inarticulate shriek, Spock caught her wrists in 
his hands and spoke softly to her. 
"| will leave it you truly wish I+, and you will never have to see me again, {tf that is what you 
want. You can go home to your parents where it Is safe and where no one wIl! demand anything of you 
ever again. You can avoid your father, If Vulcans upset you so. Of course, If you should marry, it 
would have to be with a non-Vulcan. Think about it, M'Khutan. (*) Is that what you want? It wil! 
be easy enough to arrange. Naturally, it will be a waste of your abilities, but that Is a minor consIider- 
ation. What do you wish?" 
She shuddered suddenly and with visible effort regained contro! of herself, saying shakily, "Please 
let go of mew [| won't try that again. | should have known better. You're so much stronger than | 
ame" She slumped dejectedly back Into her chair. "! am no longer Vulcan." She sald It with finality. 
"Indeed?" HIs eyebrow rose. "Do you think that controlling yourself just now was unimportant? 
| know that it was not easy. Did you expect to get well overnight? You asked to see me and that is 
a beginning. Perhaps tomorrow you wil! be better, and eventually you will decide that what | did was 
right for yous Then you will be truly well." He took a deep breath and went on. "If all else fails, 
you can always go home to your parents. You once told me that you had considered becoming a doctor 
before T'Oby died. It is not too late." 
The memory was there as though It had just happened. That afternoon almost twenty years before, 
the first time she had met Spock. She had heard all about him, of course. He was her distant cousin, 
also a hybrid, and the son of the Ambassador. She was being teased by the older children, who should 
have known better, but she was small for her age and looked so human. Such teasing was forbidden but 
the adults were busy and not even Vulcan children always behave properly. Spock had appeared suddenly, 
in the uniform of the Science Academy, grabbing the ringleader by the shoulders to IIft him half a meter 
Into the air. He had threatened the child with TalShaya If he ever teased T'Racy again. It was an 
empty threat, but the children had run like frightened animals. Spock had sat down beside her then 
and talked to her as adult to adult. That was when she had first decided she loved him. She could 
hear his words still. "! am telling you a secret, M'Khutan, that you must never tel! anyone. In one half 
of a year,when the Academy lets out for the season, ! will be leaving it and goIng to the Space Acedemy. 
On Vulcan, | will always be the different one. In space, they care only what your capabilities are. 
Think about my choice, and think if it might not be the right one for you as well. We share a common 
problem and almost no one else can understand It." He had gone, and she had hugged his secret to herself, 
and then followed where he had Jed. She knew now that It was the right path for both of them. She 
would just have to work a little harder to get back to it again. 
She returned to the present with a start. She steepled her fingers and started the Vulcan litany 
that had helped her so many times before. "| am Vulcan, | am Vulcan. The mind rules sc. the mind rules." 
She looked up at Spock thoughtfully. "! was remembering the first time we met. You advised me to go into 


Starfleet. | believe that the advice is as valid now as It was then. Perhaps tomorrow when you come 
to see me, | will not attack you with quite so much force. WII! you be patient with me? | will recover. 


1 will not permit the ..." she choked on the name "... the Klingons to win." She ralsed her head proudly. 
"Even a part-Vulcan can beat a ... Klingon every time ... | hope so." 

"| know so. You are needed aboard this ship. | will see you tomorrow if my duties permit. | 
would appreciate it If you would not attack me in the future. 1 would not wish to injure you, as | 
have no desire to incur Dr. McCoy's wrath. Good day, Commander." 

By the beginning of the second week Cane would be working on a loom when Kirk came In. She stopped 
weaving as soon as he entered and held his hand for the duration of his visit whIle they sat and talked. 
A good deal of their conversation revolved about the wal | hanging that she was weaving. "It's such lovely, 
mindless work. Pleasing therapy, Dr. McCoy calls it.” 

One day, at the beginning of the third week, when Kirk came In, she merely looked up and went on 
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with her weaving, discussing the colors and the abstract pattern of her work as If It were the most 
important thing In the universe to her. Kirk felt a mix of feelings. !t was an Indication that she 

was becoming more independent, but at the same time he felt a sense of losse She no longer needs my 
touch. She Is becoming more Vulcan, he thought. If It's such a good sign, why do | feel so disappointed? 


After the usual discussion of the wall hanging, she sald, "When do you suppose Dr. McCoy will let 
me out of here, Captain, at least for light duty? This will be ftnitshed In a few days and | really 
think I'm up to going back to work. { can even discuss Klingons without foaming at the mouth." 


"That's McCoy's decision, Commander, not mine." 

"Once we get to Vulcan, Captain, I'm afrald that they wlll make a major issue of It and take me 
off the Enerprise. Once I'm off, | don't think | could swing my way back on again. And { do like it 
here." 

"i'l! talk to him about It. The decision is his." 

"| understand, Captain. I'll justhaveto start bothering him until! he agrees." 

By the start of the fourth week, Cane was back on light duty, with supervision. By the time they 
were within hailing distance of Vulcan, she was back on ful! duty with Kirk, McCoy, and Spock all breath- 
Ing sighs of relief. Once she thought she was well, she had ‘bothered the three of them until her 
workload was normal. 

They never did get her to Vulcan. Dr. McCoy felt that she was mentally and emotionally stronger 
than before, with fewer worrles about her dual heredity, but Kirk still had his doubts, which were 
not to be resolved for several months. 


EP | LOGUE 


It was four months later and the Enterprise had received a distrss call from Omicron Delta bit. 
Kirk beamed down with Cane and a party of eight Into a Klingon trap sprung by Commander Kor and fourteen 
of his men holding disruptors. 

"First of all, welcome to my trap, Kirk," Kor pontificated. "Let my men relieve you of your weapons 
and communicators before we sit down and have a nice talk." 

Cane suddenly wrapped her arms around her body and started moaning, "No, not again. | can't go 
through that again ..." as she sank to her knees. "No, don't, not again," she repeated as she fel! 
to the ground, mumbling and crying and hugging herself. 

Kor seemed surprised and kicked her in the stomach in a vain attempt to shut her up. This caused 
her to throw up on his boots, which annoyed him further. "Really, Kirk, your officers are not of the 
same high quality that you used to get." Suddenly he stiffened as he recognized Cane. "Her? That 
female that we mindsifted? | didn't think that she would be capable of anything, much less of returning 
to duty. | must have underestimated her and that won't happen again. You will soon know first hand, 
Kirk, what it Is that Is causing her so much pain tn the mere remembering of It. What ...2?!% 

Surprisingly, Kirk and his party felt the familfar tingle that indicated they were being transported. 
Once back on board the transporter grid, Kirk began barking orders. "Get McCoy up here on the double, 
Cane*s come apart. Get me a scanner on the Klingon ship, and Mr. Spock, congratulations! How did you 
know that we needed help?" 

"Know? | received an emergency beam-up signal from Commander Cane, Captain." 

"Commander Cane signal jled?" 

"Yes, sir, | did.® 

Kirk whirled to confront his second officer, who was Just rising to her knees. "It was an act!" 

"Yes, sire I could think of nothing else to do that would permit a signal to the ship. It wasn't 
hard to fake, Captain. | really had no desire to go through the mindsifter again. Once Is indeed more 
than enough." 

McCoy arrived and walked over to Cane, who was now sitting on the edge of the grid, holding her 
stomach. “What happened?" 

"| got kicked in the middle by an old acquaintance. That's two | owe hime And I'm going to get 
back at the plertob lintix (**) If it's the last thing | dol!" 

Both Kirk and McCoy were astonished by Spock's reaction to that statement. 

"M'Khutan T'Racy! Where did you learn such language?" 

"From my friends at school, Commander. Would you care for another lesson?" she asked innocently. 

Kirk Interrupted with, "What did you say?: What did she say, Spock? Never mind. From your reaction, 
| don't think | really want to know, do 1? Bones, get her down to Sickbay and check her over. She's 
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definitely one of my better officers and | want her on duty. She really thinks on her feet! And on 
Kor's feet, too, come to think of I[t." He laughed as he remembered the look of disgust on the Klingon's 
face. "Now let's see if we can catch that Klingon whatever-it-was that she called him." 

As McCoy left with Cane, Spock said somewhat faintly, and unbeltevedly to himself, "Such language. 
An accurate description of Kor, of course, but ... such language!" 
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(*) M'Khutan: Vulcan for cousin. Ret: YMB 
(**) Vulcan epithet: completely untranslatable. Ret: VMB 
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"Why does the captain keep calling us 
‘expendible red-shirts'?" 


"Gee, all that | said was 
that I'm his new science 
ensign!" 





“Mol? His new yeoman??" 
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"Considering the gravity of our present 
situation, | think my resorting to oral 
gratification is quite logical!" 


Ve. 
Kleda—t 








"What do you mean by that, Scotty, 
"Another transporter mal function'?" 








"Anyone for SHORE LEAVE?" 


A HAIRY LOG 


by Ginger Lee 


Captain's Log: Stardate 5725.2 Survey completed at Beta Aurigae, we are returning to earth as previously 
ordered, where the ship will! be put Into drydock and the crew will undergo medical tests and a pertfod 
of R&R. The ship has been placed on automatic and we are looking forward to a quiet journey home ... 


Captain's Log: Stardate 5723.6 Navigator reported unidentified blip on the screen bearing ten thousand 
kilometers to port, 0800 ship's time. The object was subsequently discovered to be a small ship of 
unknown origin signaling distress. Am attempting to contact with two-way communication. 


Captain's Log: Stardate 5723.9 An unusual situation has developed as a result of responding to the dis- 
tress cal! of a small vesse! whichis obviously [tn trouble. Our invitation to beam aboard the Enteprise 
was politely rejected with an alternate offer to beam over to the other ship for consultation. It was 
also requested that a "repairman" accompany us ce. 


Captain's Log: Stardate 5724.1 Upon beaming aboard the alien ship, we discovered a large computer- 
synthesizer controlling the main storage compartments of the vessel had apparently gone haywire and 

the cargo (which has also reportedly been produced aboard the ship since embarking for Its destination) 
was now spreading throughout the ship, hindering proper function of the propulsion and life support 
systems. The captain of the ship requested transfer of the overflow to the Enterprise (to be disposed 

of at our discretion). It was decided that the shuttlecraft bay would accomodate the overflow and the 
transfer was made, whereupon Engineer Scott and Mr. Spock proceeded to repair the malfunctioning computer. 
Although we subsequently learned this to be some sort of secret mission, the captain hesitantly disclosed 
his destination as being Earth, ship's landing taking place some time in mid-April, Earth calendar reckon- 
inge One puzzling factor has remained unanswered, however, even Mr. Spock being unable to determine 

the cause: the captain seems to be the only crew on board, operating the ship single-handedly, and 
refusing to face us In person, communicating with us the entire time over the ship's limited Intercom! 

We could only speculate that his appearance had something to do with his shyness ... 


Captain's Log: Stardate 5724.5 Having completed repairs to the computer, Mr. Scott, Mr. Spock and 

| prepared to beam back to the Enterprise. The captain thanked us profusely, at the same time asking 

us to maintain absolute secrecy concerning the ship's mission. Although Mr. Scott has indicated knowledge 
of this matter, he refuses to reveal any of the details to me. However, we have pledged a certain amount 
of diplomatic discretion concerning this incident and intend to enter it as simply “ship in distress/aided." 


Captain's Log: Stardate 5724.6 Have convened an emergency meeting of the executive officers in the 
shuttlecraft bay, where the mysterlous alfen cargo was transported earlier today. In view of the unknown 
properties of this cargo, it has been decided to ascertain the exact nature of the subject and how to dis- 
pose of it safely. Federation polution laws prevent us from discharging waste Into the shipping lanes, 
and we are at present too far from the edge of deep space to transport it Into that medium. 
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Kirk, Spock, Scott, Sulu and Uhura were busily examining the pile of unusually colored oval-shaped 
things, Mr. Scott seeming to enjoy the exercise more than the rest of the assembled officers. Kirk's 
impatient grumble about Dr. McCoy's tardiness was soon rewarded with the doctor's hurrying through the 
doorway, mumbling apologies. As he approached the pile of alien cargo he gasped, incredulity flushing 
his face. 

"Easter eggs —— on the Enterprise, Jim?" A devilish smile lit up the Inquiring blue eyes as he 
brushed at the captain's tunic. 

"And what's this -- white hair? Rabbit hair?" 

Scott smothered a chuckle unsuccessfully while Kirk stood blank faced, frozen to the spot. The 
egg he had been examining dropped from his fingers and smashed on the floor between his feet, his mouth 
working silently, eyes widening in comprehension ... 
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TRIVIA 


QUIZ #1: Many actors played more than one role In the course of the series. Below are listed one role 
by a specific actor -- can you name the other role, and its episode? Ans to this and all the other 
trivia quizes: somewhere in the back of the zine. 


1. Lawrence Montaigne: Stonn (AMOK TIME) 

2. Wililfam Campbell: Trelane (SQUIRE OF GOTHOS) 

3. Barbara Babcock: Mea-3 (A TASTE OF ARMAGEDDON) 

4. Diana Muldaur: Or. Miranda Jones (1S THERE IN TRUTH NO BEAUTY) 

5 Mark Lenard: Sarek (AMOK TIME) 

6. Lon Lormer: Ofd Man (FOR THE WORLD IS HOLLOW AND | HAVE TOUCHED THE SKY) 
7. Skip Homfer: Dr. Ton Sevrin (THE WAY TO EDEN) 

8. Morgan Woodward: Or. Simon Van Gelder (DAGGER OF THE MIND) 

9. Barry Russo: Commodor Robert Wesley (THE ULTIMATE COMPUTER) 

10. lan Wolfe: Mr. Atoz (ALL OUR YESTERDAYS) 


QUIZ #2: Potables and Edibles -- Can you Identify the following nutria by their description and/or episode? 


1. An orange-colored liquid served by Balok — Balley enjoyed it. 

2. A type of brandy, with which Kirk toasted Miranda Jones. 

5- Yet another type of brandy, which Yeoman Rand accused Crewman Green of nipping. 

4. What kind of fruit did Gary Mitchell create for his garden? 

3- What brand of whiskey were they drinking In SPECTRE OF THE GUN? 

6. The “Romans® in BREAD AND CIRCUSES used a particularly odious condiment, consisting of vartous fish 
portions best left unmentioned, for broiling sparrows. What is it? 

7. What do you use for tribble bait? 

8. Who is notorfous for his skill at concocting a "Finnagle's Folly?" 

9. What does Scotty keep hidden In a medieval heimet In his quarters? 

10. Who gave a banquet where the food had no taste? 

11. What did the transporter tech program the food processor for, in response to a request from an 
Air Force sergeant? 

12. What kind of liquor does Scott refer to as "sody pop?" 

13. What particularly yuckky Ice cream combination does one of the kids dream up in AND THE CHILDREN ...? 

14. In what beverage did Deela place Scalosian water? 

15. What do androids eat? 
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]NOUFFICIENT DATA s3¢ 


by Rosemarie Elerman 


We see our present as though shadows on the cavern wall, according to Plato. Or perhaps as St. Paul 
wrote, “Through a glass, darkly." How clear can a vision of the future be? Star Trek could only present 
a limited view of a possible 25rd century, the scope further narrowed by the pressures of time and budget, 
the need to appeal to the mass audience, and the rigidness of the television format. Not to mention 
that getting Saurtan Brandy and location shots of Triskelfon was quite Impossible! Occasionally the 
producers got the science all wrong, but they tried their best. And this fs exactly what turned so 
many of us on to Star Trek. It dared to seriously attempt to define the values of the future, to handle 
thought~provoking themes, to maintain tnternal consistency, to allow its characters growth, and yet 
to poke fun at institutions, ideas, and even itself. And yet —- despite the Shakespeare and the Milton, 
the unusual lighting and camera techniques, the fascinating costumes and culture —- there were those 
awful stereotypes, the obviously slap-dash modelwork, the trite plots, and the ghastly blatant messages. 
Dark indeed, and full of dreary shadows. 
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APPLE PIE Or was it hash that was made of the Prime Directive In THE APPLE? Just what right has 
Kirk to destroy the defense system of an entire planet after the observation of only one village's culture? 
Study teams should have been disbursed to all parts of the planet. The Enterprise's orders, after al 
were to Investigate the culture of the planet, not mess around with local customs. It Is a cardinal 
rule of investigation that until a thorough study Is completed, no action is taken. Many important 
questions were Ignored: Did every village have a Vaal? How does the computer assimilate the "food" 
and how does It exftst on so little? What other sources of energy does If have? How is it capable of 
controlling the Enterprise? How were people "replaced?" What would be the social and domographical 
consequences of destroying Vaal? How should they be handled by the sociological team that would remain 
behind? Etc, etc. 


FOLLOW THE RULES! Among the rules established for the final conflict In THE GAMESTERS OF TRISKELION 
was the rule that Kirk could not set a foot (arm, nose) outside the yellow areas on the floor design. 
Yet he does that repeatedly from almost the beginning of the combat and with every combatant and yet 
no foul is called. Then, to add Insult to Injury, he is allowed to fight on against all odds, refuses 
+o surrender, but ... Shahna gives up in what in this situation would be "almost Immediately" and under 
less-than-hopeless conditions. She was fresh into that battle and at least as well trained as the rest, 
yet the first time she Is cornered she shouts “uncle.” Is this the old excuse of love the answer to 
both puzzles? In the first case, love of exciting combat, In the second, love for Kirk; somehow That 
seems to be too easy an answer. Games, even of love, are played by tbe rules. And the future of the 
planet was at stake. 


DONATE MUDD TO THE KLINGONS Since Harry Mudd seems to be an Incurable criminal who has gone through 
"rehabilitation" unaffected, why doesn't the Federation deport him? Shove him over the Klingon border, 
for example. Maybe they can "persuade" him to reform. While there, what kind of con games would Mudd 
attempt? Assuming the Klingons are too sadistic to merely kill Mudd when he fs caught, what would they 
do to him? Would he escape, and if so, how? What kind of sweet, slick talk influences a Klingon? 


CHILDREN WILL BE CHILDREN We get a few glimpses of young people in Star Trek. Obviously every 
settled planet has them, comfortable In their established patterns of life, growing up, moderately re- 
belling, and then settling down Into adulthood or moving to a colony if they can't settle down. But 
what about the children of the great and smal! leaders of the Federation? Just what are the children 
of Federation employees I1ke? Are they brighter than other children? Do they get any special privileges? 
Are they "stuck up?" Are they thought of by other children as stuffy and highbrow? As a result do 
they have trouble making friends or coping with their parents* image, people's expectations, and for 
some at least, the constant moving from place to place, planet to planet? What special problems and 
advantages might ambassadors' children have? Or those of an agricultural consultant? Of a second-string 
translator at the Interplanetary Supreme Court of Justice? Of a paper-pusher In some Department of 
Trade? 

What do the children of Federation colonists have to put up with? Do they receive any education 
grants or other privileges to compensate for their comparatively humble and disadvantaged situation? 

Or its the entire group on its own except for an occasional visit by starships and perlodic radio commun- 
ications? 

How do the children of the different humanoid races get along together at school and at play? 

After all, they must be together at schools, universities, archaeological digs, co-colonies, "safe" 
starbases, and assorted bureaucratic locations. What kind of truly "Federation" culture will this mixing 
eventually produce? Or will it? 


SHUT UP, MACHINE! Frankly, | can't think of anything tn ST:TMP that horrified me more than this 
sudden take-over by the machinery of the Enterprise. Many times and by many people it was expressed 
that the machtnery ts there to be a useful extension of humanoid abilities, that technology is the serv- 
ant, not the master, and that all the tools of the modern age have not "dehumanized" the people of the 
Federation Yet we see the viewscreen flash a RED ALERT sign which blocks the view completely (granted 
it is unnecessary with all the other sensors operating, but man likes to SEE what is going on) and 
furthermore, does it without the captain giving an order. If the alert buzzers/claxons/whatever sound 
that loudly throughout the ship, no one is ever going to get enough sleep to function at peak ability. 
i'm not even sure how anyone on the bridge can think with that sight/sound show going on. 

The computer now also has the ability to announce the presence of intruders. Kirk, at least, can 
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monitor varftous parts of the ship via his cabin viewscreen. The perscanners constantly relay Information 
of the health of each crewmember -- and by extension, each guest -- to the medical computer. Each by 
itself sounds like an excellent idea, but taken together, this Indicates a 1984/Brave New World mentality 
is creeping in and with it an appreciable decrease In privacy. For the Vulcans, as anyone considered 

to be a “"privage person,” this must be phychologically painful. 

Then there Is the matter of the personal thruster unit. That thing sounds as if OSHA and Ralph 
Nader together designed it! if a person had to use It to get out of danger quickly and quietly, s/he 
might as well forget action and pray Instead. Elther the operator should know exactly how the machine 
works, or the person shouldn't be allowed to use [t unsupervised. (Does It come with an assortment 
of language tapes or a universal translator?) The quality of education at the Academy must have dropped 
if Starfleet personnel need to be babysat by a machine. And It is not even as bright as M-5! 

Such amounts of monitoring, supervision, and outright control of people who are supposed to be 
primarily scientists and explorers could indicate 1) a severe disregard of the freedom needed for explor- 
ations, and 2) a calcification of the bureaucracy of Starfleet at least and probably of the Federation 
in general. Over the long term, the resulting loss of Initiative could hamper not only the quest for 
knowledge but also the defense of the Federation. 


WHERE NOMAD HAS GONE BEFORE* Why do the senior officers have amnesia? "Carbon based units Infecting" 
should have brought an Instant "Oh, oh" reaction after experiences with Nomad and a small assortment 
of hungry clouds. But no one even blinks an eye after several repetitions. Maybe those safety devices 
are needed after all, as such absent-mindedness requires repetition of things which should be obvious. 
(Additional comment: from what I've seen In the fanzines lately, this (*) could well become the alternate 
title for the movie!). 

THE FRIENDLY SKIES OF VULCAN Is vision falling (for 20/20 | ain't) or was that a planet and a 
moon in Vulcan's sky? According to Spock In MAN TRAP, Vulcan has no moon. The animated episode YESTER- 
YEAR contirms this and seems to show that Vulcan is a twin planet. The novel gives the Impression that 
Vulcan is a twin planet. The novel gives the impression that Vulcan has two suns. Now twin planets 
In a binary star system Is astronomically possible, but It is not overly likely that higher forms of life 
will evolve. The odds decrease even further when a large moon Is added; orbits are simply too unstable, 
the climate too changeable. 

If that larger body was a sun, no matter what its classification in the main sequence of star types, 
Spock should have been blinded when he looked up at It. Or does that eye membrane prevent that? And the 
size and/or closeness of the sun would certainly go far to explain why the planet fs so hot. Vulcan 
must be right on the Inner edge of the zone in which planets must orbit In order to provide an Earth- 
type habitat. 

But most puzzling of all are the facts that the sky [fs black and the stars are shininge Granted 
Vulcan has a thin atmosphere, but skies are black while such a sun Is above the horizon only when there 
is no or almost no atmosphere at all. But it is established fact that humans can live on Vulcan, so 
there must be conditions at least IIke those of the Andes or the Himalayas. The sky Is blue at those 
places. And it is just plain impossible (if | remember my astronomy correctly) for stars to shine while 
a bright sun is in the sky of a planet with a life-supporting atmosphere! 


IN SEARCH OF ... VEGER Why did Spock feel it necessary to use the Vulcan neck pinch on the techni- 
cian at the air lock? For that matter, why did he leave without Informing Kirk? This secrecy is so 
very uncharacteristic and cannot be explained by saying he knew Kirk would understand. Sure, Kirk did 
understand, but he also had been put in a very awkward position and ended up changing his mind right 
in the middle of giving Chekov orders to bring Spock back In. The Spock we know would not do such a 
thing to Kirk or even to the Inept Mr. Lurry or Nilz Barts, professional pompous bureaucrats (THE TROUBLE 
WITH TRIBBLES), neither of whom he would have any cause to be civil with, much less loyal to or protect- 
ive of. Probably no Vulcan would deliberately put a person tn authority In an undermining situation. 

To say that Spock came to the Enterprise for his own purposes and thus was not considering Captain 
Kirk's needs also ingores the basic Vulcan traits of loyalty and integrity. Whatever his motives, Spock 
would do his job — unless Dr. McCoy was correct. Was Kirk used by Spock who had chosen Veger over Kirk? 
Was the captain just lucky that Spock realized his error and did not attempt to contact Veger again, 
that Spock hadn't made some move which brought destruction to the Enterprise? 

Had Spock been partially under the contro! of Veger? His fingers were in a meditative position 
when he was accused by Decker of being opposed to trying to break free from Veger. Most likely he was 
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just observing, but .... On the other hand, he did log a complete description of his actions and thoughts 
while outside the ship. Unless Spock admits It, we probably will never know. 


QUICK PICK-ME-UP Spock came directly to the Enterprise from Gol, stopping at home or somewhere 
long enough to obtain traveling clothes and transportation. Yet when Spock arrives on board, he knows 
exactly where everyting is, how it works, what Is wrong, and what regulations have been added, altered, 
or deleted. Amazing feat for a person who had renounced everything human and been at Gol, completely 
cut off from the scientific, military, and diplomatic communities for almost three years. 

Spock said that he had been monitoring the Enterprise's communications with Starfleet. Ignoring 
any military crises this might cause, he stil! could not have learned everything he needed to know. 
it would have told him the nature of the warp drive/wormhole problem, true. But how could he learn the 
theory and practice of the computers and engines so that he was able to go directly to work on them with 
Mr. Scott? 

A partial answer is that he stopped at the Vulcan Science Academy or Vulcan Space Central and acquired 
the use of tapes which would at least permit him to get started catching up on three years of scientific 
advances. A request to Starfleet would have given him a transmission of regulations and perhaps the 
ship's general layout. But even assuming that he took no time to meditate or sleep, he had a horrendous 
volume of information to absorb In perhaps two or three days. 

Much information about the ship would have been classified lest the Klingons or Romulans obtain 
It too soon. ("Military secrets are the most fleeting of ali.") There was no proof that Spock was actually 
going to be science officer on the Enterprise, so the data probably would not have been released. After 
three years, he was an outsider, an unknown element, not to be trusted even though Vulcan. 


THE LATEST IN FASHION Any fan who hasn't spent the past eighteen months on a geological expedition 
to Camus is quite aware that Starfleet had new uniforms. The immediate question was, of course, why? 
Since Starfleet has been having image problems on Earth and possibly on other planets as well, It is 
quite undestandable that they would redesign one of the most visable parts of their hardware in an attempt 
to appear “with [t" and, if not recrult some new members, at least make the service seem more attractive 
in general. Perhaps the uniforms are in part desIgned to appeal to the "new human" movement. They appear 
to be interested in such things as group consciousness, submerging their own identities in the process. 
Uniforms of a less flamboyant, colorful nature, similar for both men and women, in neutral shades, would 
be something such a group would be more likely to approve of. On another level, "quieter" uniforms 
would make Starfleet personne! less visable to the population, thus glving them a lower profile and enabl- 
Ing the publicity campaign to have a greater effect in the long run —- only the successes are reported, 
large numbers of personnel aren't Irritating the tax-paying population by their envious presence in every 
store, tourist attraction, and bar. And who knows, maybe red was irritating the Tellarites. 


THE DOCTOR'S MOLECULES Doctor McCoy was always complaining that he didn't |Iike having his molecules 
scrambled by the transporter accident and that this fs the primary reason why he was refusing to beam 
aboard. One question which must have always been in his mind is at what point is a person who has been 
transported again a whole person? At what millisecond is a body fully capable of seeing, hearing, thinking, 
speaking? One of the things which makes the transporter accident in ST:TMP so horrible is that we are 
never quite certain whether It Is the machinery or the victims screaming. Were they feeling themselves 
torn apart and put back together incorrectly? Were they voicing thls protest -- or was it just overworked 
machinery? If the doctor had learned all about the accident from one of the transporter operators, he 
would have good reason not to wish to take his turn. He would have some idea of what they felt, if any~- 
thing. 


ABOUT THOSE WEAPONS Near the end of ST:TMP, a large number of plasma energy "devices" were launched 
by Vejur into equidistant orbits. Just previous to that, Vejur had somehow deactivated Earth's defense 
systems. The question Is, what happened after Vejur and Decker joined and vanished? Were these devices 
part of Vejur and so went with It, or did they continue to orbit Earth? If they did remain and did not 
simply dissipate after several hours, Starfleet was left with the problem of how to get rid of them. 
That leads to a second question: did Earth's defenses become functional after Vejur departed or did 
technicians have to spend hours/days reactivating a network of dead computers and burned out cables? 
Since Starfleet Headquarters Is located on the planet, a very complicated system of shields and weapons 
must be in use. 

What kind of weapons could be used to defend Earth without posing a significant danger to life on 
the planet and on Luna? Or, alternatively, what was done to protect the population while Vejur was near 
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the planet? The possibilities are endless; shelters, medicines, pep-taiks about remaining calm, special 
tilters for the eyes, security drills. What actually happened to the resident populations at this time? 


TO SPEAK OF CABBAGES Long fingernails on the Vulcan woman at Gol? And was that hair grey or blonde? 
Why are there so many unnecessary lights on the outside of the new Enterprise? It is a terrific waste 
of energy no matter how nice It looks. Only the Identification signals and the running tights are needed. 
Are all of those new open spaces Inside the ship structurally sound, or wil! things begin to collapse 
after the first few photon torpedoes? Seems like the place needs a few more bulkheads and some bracing. 
Why do they have the access locks for ships when they have the shuttlecraft bay? And why did the Vulcan 
shuttle hook up to yet another lock near the top of the ship instead of safely avoiding passage between 
the nacelles by going to the shuttlecraft bay? For that matter, why have that new entrance? This ship 
has almost enough holes to be a sieve. — 


Since Ilfia's outfit was made by the sonic shower, why does it have a seam in the collar? Why do 
four poor souls have to stand at their stations on the bridge during a Red Alert while everyone else 
is now safely held tn their chairs? Why all the labeling of levels on the space station extertors? 
What is the purpose of the plexiglass doors in Captain Kirk's quarters? For that matter, why fs the 
conference room/workroom behind the sleeping area so that everyone has to pass through the more personal 
and private area to get to the more functional and public area? What are al! the assorted objects In 
the new bridge ceiling used for, especially those around the outside edge? Why didn't Admiral /Captatn 
Kirk simply send for Spock as he sent for McCoy? if the Enterprise's designers thought that a running 
battle In warped space was impossible or unlikely, why were the phasers disconnected but the proton 
torpedoes left functional? 


Why is tt Decker and not Spock who tries to shut off Spock's computer terminal during the attack 
by the Veger plasma-energy probe? What are the new dangers that have caused Starfleet to dress the secur- 
ity guards fn such fierce armor-like unlforms? They must be very uncomfortable and heavy. Why does 
Spock just sit there during so much of the byplay between Kirk and Decker? What is he observing?! How 
did McCoy know so much about what Spock was doling on Vulcan, and about the discipline of Kolinahr? Is 
there some sort of doctors’ grapevine that extends even to Vulcan? What are all the gadgets? levers? 
do-thingies on the console along the wall In the working section of Kirk's cabin? What do they do? 


In IMMUNITY SYNDROME, ff the power levels were dead, how could the tractor beams hold the shuttle- 
craft? How could the viewscreen, lights, computers, etc, continue to operate? In THE PARADISE SYNDROME, 
why couldn't the Enterprise simply have left behind a search party to find Captain Kirk? Certainly not 
everyone was needed to deflect the asteroid away from the planet. Im MENAGERIE, couldn't Captain Pike 
have used a form of Morse code to communicate with the rest of society? Surely the technology of the 
day was up to a standard higher than one blink and two blinks. Pike could make it blink continuously, 
so all that was needed was a simple modulator. 


What Is considered to be “Earth orbit" when the object entering it is seventy-eight kilometers long? 
What would Veger have looked /ike from various places on Earth with and without the forcefield? Could 
one reason the Enterprise seems so "cold" Inside be due to the fact that she is new -- so new that all 
of the decorating wasn't completed yet? 


In THAT WHICH SURVIVES, where did the "pen" come from to write Lt. D'Amato's name on his headstone? 
Probably they used a phaser; If so, how was it set so that it did not keep cutting through the stone? 
(Similar situations occur itn other episodes as well, where they cut through parts of walls to get at 
machinery, or Just cut through a wall without hurting anyone on the other side.) Since Losira gave no 
reading biological or mechanical on the tricorder yet was a solid being, not a hologram, what was she? 


Why ts Spock attacked by the Veger probe but not absorbed by it as Ilia, who was not really doing 
anything to It, was? How does Dr. McCoy know exactly where Stckbay is when he has Just arrived on board? 
Has he been given a cram course at Starfleet HQ and that is why he was so late? Why does the Veger orifice 
pulse open and shut? How does Spock know how to time the speed and movement of the thruster pack when 
he has never seen It before? Isn't Spock cold In Sickbay? He has been wearing Insulated underwear al| 
along and here he Is bare-armed. Why did McCoy angrily push Kirk away from Spock in the sickbay scene? 


In CITY ON THE EDGE OF FOREVER, how did Spock manage to record two different time lines at one re- 
cording? There would be no reason for the machine to have such a capability and the Guardian did not 
seem to be projecting more than a single time line. 
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DIVERTIMENTO Some of you have been wondering just what | really do Ifke about Star Trek. And why 
| keep criticising It. Well, for one thing, it Is absolutely no fun criticising something that is no 
good. Finding the flaws In a quality product Is a real challenge, and the spark for many new ideas. 
Some of the latter have already appeared in the newsletter [TREKISM] tn varfous forms. And remember, 
some of my best Ideas for this column have come from books by David Gerrold, Leonard Nimoy, and Gene 
Roddenberry, and from the writers of the Star Trek Poster Books. None of them are ST haters! And neither 
am Il; here are a few of the things | like best: 

*The whole concept of the Enterprise and her sister ships as a cooperative effort between sentients 
to explore the unknown. 

*Spock, Vulcans, and their philosophy of logic, iDIC, and commitment. 

*McCoy, Scotty, Uhura, Chekov, and Sulu for their laughable, loveable human foibles and virtues 
of emotion, dedication, and artistry. 

*Allense We take them for granted now, but how often before ST were they anything but blobs and 
monsters (In the visual media)? No Hortas, no Companions, no "Squire of Gothos." 

*Costumes and scenery of great variety and Imagination. Remember the first time you saw Vaal, the 
Romulan "Bird of Prey" ship, Lt. Carolyn Palamas' dress, or a tribble (oops!)? 

*ST's attempt to make visual SF more than light entertainment or horror; to make the viewer think 
with quotations from poetry, controversial topics, and surprise twists of plot, just as written SF was 
doing. 


[The previous article was compiled from Rosemarie Eierman's column In TREKisM Issues 9 through 15] 
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The Dream 


by Wanda Butts 


His body was wracked with the sweet pain/pleasure as he lay panting. He had already gone over every 
inch of the captain's wounded body with his healing mind/touch, but the longing to continue was strong. 
His brain lapped In the tongues of fire each bruise on the captain's body emitted. His eyes studied 
+he battered form, his pupils wide with desire. His hand stole over to touch the face that he knew so 
well. A strange thing, the human body. He knew every inch of this one so well, and yet he had never 
suspected the agonies of ecstasy possible to encounter. The burning within his mind soon encompassed 
him and he knew he must go on. To continue the heal/touch would most likely kill him, but surely if 
he did not go on he would die from the longing he felt. The small fiame of logic left in his brain tried 
to argue, but was soon snuffed out. Oh, what a sweet death {[t would be! He rolled over to encompass 
+he wounded captain with his entire frame, a scream escaping at the Immediate contact with the pain being 
experienced . « « e 


He awoke In a cold sweat, his heart still pounding from the repercussions of the dream. His eyes 
remained open In the darkness, unwilling to try sleep again for fear of the repeating images in his sub- 
consctous. And In the lonely darkness of his cabin, McCoy wondered when his recurring dream of being an 
empath would end. 
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IOyLLs 12 GQ ROMULAaYD Move 


by Vel Jaeger 


A Heritage in Limbo 


Untested youth ‘neath bleeding sky, 
Ltstening for an ancestral cry 
That he might claim his name; 
Bewailing his fate, he has yet to learn 
The arts of war and take his turn 
In flelds of battle already nigh. 


The nameless youth stood In the red glow of Remii, now low on the horizon. Gaius had been little 
more to him than vague memories, but his sire, nonetheless. Their blood-tie was now severed, cut by 
nameless warrfors beyond the distant night-eyes. There was no body for the fire, only the name to be 
carven In the wall at Xanthium. Thousands of other youths were also without a name to carry forward, 
but that did not lessen his own sorrow. Son-of-Occla, he must choose a new name, and ralse that one 
above the clouds to bring honor to hIs house once more. 

News of the loss of the cruiser Procrustes, manned almost entirely by his clan, had come early that 
day, and was even now yet spreading among the mountain groups. Though he had had this length of the 
greater sun to absorb It, the reality of it had yet to form In his beIng. It seemed so strange that his 
father should die by allen hands he knew not the shape of -- or even If they had hands! 

Barely past his manhood rites, and his final leg of training only partially completed, nevertheless 
he would soon be sent among the warring stars. The loss of the Procrustes was a costly one. Only the 
oldest were left now, to teach the few remaining youths, and they would probably all be called this time. 
One way or another, this wave would be the final assault. They must have victory now, or perish in ob- 
livion, for there were no more warriors to send after them, nor ships to carry more. He had listened, 
hidden In shadows at the Conclave, hearing the Tribunes wearily discussing the losses. The Praetor had 
underestimated their enemy, this "Federation," and stretched their battle might too thinly. He had even 
heard Varus himself mention "treaty!" As if there were an end to be found on other than a field of vic- 
tory. 

Eyes that flashed onyx fire narrowed as he vowed never to bring such disgrace to his clan. Glory 
in victory or death -- there was no other choice. Let others act as children, not he. There were no 
family ties to hold him back. She-Who-Bore-Me was still suckling his youngest sister, and would remain 
to oversee the Holding. It was his right as oldest male to claim revenge, and one he would not waive. 


First Blood 


Exploston without sound Is found flre-fed in space, 
Racing, eternity-bound. 
No bloody stream to gleam with victory's blow, 
Knowing infinity's dream. 
New legends in creation forming, so warming in heat of battle, 
Rattling the death-breath's storming; 
Star-bound and honor-tied, thus died young Iions, 
Scions brandishing pride. 
Death so Instant, without pretense, will fence the long night's game, 
Flaming, glory without sense. 


Something was very wrong. He shook his head in a vain attempt to clarify his thinking, but only 
succeeded fin making himself dizzier. He was lying on an unfamiliar surface, some sort of metallic, cloth- 
covered couch. As he looked about, he could see some of his fellow workers from the shielding station, 
also laying on the strange tables. Most of them were green-stained from their wounds -- wounds! The 
battle! He had been at his panel, trying to sustain the shielding In the engineering section from the 
awful beating they were taking from the Federation ships. Cornered, outnumbered, he had thought his 
first taste of action would be his last. The blinding light that had been his last conscious sight he had 
faced prepared for nonexistence, saddened only that there would be nothing left of him fo bear home. 
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He recalled his own bitterness when his father met such an end, 
and regretted that it would be repeated. 

But he must be on an alien ship, for he could recognize 
nothing of his surroundings. A prisoner. He felt the blood 
rushing to his face in shame. Now he would die a slow death 
of torture. Anger and pride mixed in him, as he vowed To 
take as many of the vermin with him at the first opportunity. 
Attempting to raise his clenched fist, he found that he could 
not. His arms and legs were held in some sort of restraints. 
I+ had begun already! A blue-clad humanoid with oddly stunted 
ears noticed his movements, and came to his side. 

"Bout time you came out of it. How do you feel?" The 
face creased in a gentle smile, but to the young Romulan it 
seemed only a grimace of malevolent anticipation. With a 
shock he realized that the human had said something, bu7 all 
he saw were the moving |ips. No sound. He could hear no 
sound! His rising panic must have shown in his face, caus— 
ing the human to squeeze his shoulder consolingly. 

"Easy, now. The deafness is only temporary. | know, 
you can't understand what I'm saying, but your hearing will 
return in a few days. You must have been too close to some 





explosions." 

It was apparent the Healer was trying to communicate, but he could respond only by shaking his head 
in confusion. Trying again, the human pointed to his ears, flapped his hands about and smiled and nodded. 
Obviously he was trying to make light of something. Fool! Did he think a deaf warrior was of no concern? 
In disgust he turned his head away, withdrawing into a mental state of somnolence. 

Sighing, the medic gave the patient's shoulder a final pat, and left to attend his other charges. 
Suddenly the sickbay was rocked by a series of shuddering explosions, the impacts felt rather than heard 
by the deaf Romulan through the very body of the ship. The Gladiator! She had made the rendezvous after 
all, and was now taking sweet revenge upon the Earther ship. Oh, glorious hope! The already-frantic activity 
increased as the medics tended those patients who had been tossed about. A door burst apart in a shower 
of crackling sparks, and a centurion bearing the drape of the Claudian clan across his shoulder led a 
band of warriors through the opening. More flames spat, and it seemed that only seconds passed before 
all those who had been clad In blue were inert upon the deck. Only the Romulan prisoners remained alive. 

Quickly released, he followed the rest through the ship, but the extinction was as thorough as it 
was swifte None were left to give reports on the battle capabilities of the Empire, only crumpled bodies 
and twisted machinery remained as mute evidence. The Federation would know, without doubt, the favTe 
ot those who dare face Romulan might. The vanquished were left where they fell, and the ship's ports 
were opened to space to preserve them in a floating tomb. It was only fitting, for they had fought bravely, 
after all, to provide this final tribute. 

As the alien ship receded in the viewscreen, he made his own private salute. He wished his first 
sight of dead enemies had not been Healers; it seemed perverted, somehow. But these thoughts he kept 
+o himsel¢ lest he show himself a weakling for his mercy. His own fate left much to question now, whether 
Romulan Healers could give him a future in the stars, or return him as a cripple to the uselessness of 
childhood. 


The Naming 


| left as a mother's child, but returned as my father's son, 
won at last, my place. 
| left behind all thoughts of youth, and took up my lot, 
fought for nothing else. 


Now will | risk ages yet to come, daring to choose a legend's name: 
fame or oblivion no in-between. 
Younglings will | have, of a warrior mate (if the Oldings so ordain), 


all this before me in destiny. 
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This Conclave was not at all like those he remembered watching with Occia as a child. So few here 
now were In thelr prime: mostly they were greyheads, some so feeble now as to be dependent on litters 
+o move about, with only a few dark heads like his own. Some were only a few seasons older than he, 
their status barely above his. 

Ironic that they were gathered to hear new names, now that Treaty had been made. But there were 
still serft wortds to be kept in control, and uncharted space to claim for the Empire. More than enough 
opportunities stlil existed to gain glory In the arts of war. He shook his head angrily, trying to out 
the annoytng buzz that still occastonally recurred in his ears. This was more than just speaking his 
chosen name, of carrying on a time-honored tradition. Once this ceremony was done he would stand as 
equal to any In the Empire, and need lower his gaze before none save the Praetor. 

A white-clad figure, with halr to match his robe and a face seemed I ike old boot leather, rose from 
his chair on the elevated platform. He waited as the hush began and spread among the gathering, then 
spoke In a deep vibrant voice that belied his years. 

HRomulans! We have ended a campaign, but we are not done with warriors. Through the battles newly 
fought we have replenished our ranks. Let the victors against the Scythe of Death stand forth, and say 
how we may call them." 

As oldest of the group, Son-of-Occla, heir to Galus of the Tiberian clan, stepped out, mentally 
bracing himself for the reaction he knew would be coming. "! claim my name by right of blood, having 
returned from the battle's field. From this day on | am Trajan." 

The reaction of the crowd was Instantaneous, and a murmur rumbled through the gathering. But old 
Germanicus didn't seem surprised at all, merely standing, waiting for the nofse to abate. When quiet 
had returned he spoke softly, with a smile pulling at his mouth. "You pick a well-honored name, Young 
One. Great Indeed must be the deeds you see ahead of you, tho choose such a legacy to carry forward." 

"Challenges never shouldered will never be completed, honored Tribune," he said, keeping his eyes 
locked with the other's. "! am not bred for, nor will | be content to remain, a land-bound man. Here 
will | sow my seed, but out there will [| earn my triumph," and he thrust an arm skyward. 

"Indeed you may," came the reply, and he accepted the name with a salute to the newest warrior among 
Them. 


A Singular Concord 


Star-Woman, you chose me over all, 
To raise beyond the sentinels of night. 
What price will | pay, what fate must | face 
For having been so named? 
Star-Woman, | care not what sfiren's call 
| have neglected -- | choose instead an eagle's flight, 
To race with you, unbridled at such a pace, 
Invincible, immortal and untamed. 


Remus had not yet begun his hunt across the plain of night as she stood in the empty arena, shimmer ing 
in the t\lumtnation of a multitude of tiny fires set in niches of ancient stone. The flames seemed to 
reflect the plercing glare of the stars overhead, and at once repeated in her dark eyes. He had no doubt 
now, seeing her at last, that he had chosen well. Mylessa, who of legend old had chosen mortal lite 
over the love of a god, now to be his Mylessa, companion for whatever time and destiny awaited. 

As one in a trance he entered the circle, moving dreamlike toward her. He stopped a bare handspan 
away, so close he could feel the fire within her breaking In waves against him. He raised the stubby 
sword he carried till it was upright between them, Its polished surface sending shafts of light against 
+heir faces. He touched the hilt to his forehead, then reversed his grip, offering the weapon to her. 

When she had taken It he released the clasp that held his cloak In place, allowing it to fall to the 
ground. Now he also shimmered In the flickering light clad only in his purpose. Without defense, he 
offered his I{!fe as hers to command. A smile of assurance appeared as she turned the sword on hersel f 
and severed the walstband of her single garment. At last she spoke” "J accept your gift of life, and 
add to it my own." As though a spell had broken, he grabbed her free hand and pulled her in a run to 
+he stone altar at one side of the arena. Together, they plunged the sword Into a brazier of coals atop 
the structure. 

Laying his hand on her glistening chest, and trembling as she duplicated the motion, he confirmed 
+helr union with his answer: “Guardian and Guarded, may we retain this binding through eternity." Drawing 
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her Into the formal embrace, he felt his desire reflected back through her mind. No clear words or images 
formed, but he had no doubt that this match was well-formed. Releasing her so he might again take her 
hand, he led her through the archway behind the altar, knowing this night held many delights yet to pass. 


The Continuance 


What magic have we spun this day of newborn life, 
That flings my spirit soaring into flight 
No conjurer of dreams could shape nor form —- my wife 
And | have striven forth to mould tomorrows, masters of all heights. 


The waiting was nearly over, yet he grew ever more impatient as the measure of time sluggishly trickled 
onward. Mylessa was so swollen with child, far more than was normal. It could be cause for the delay. 

Trajan ceased his pacing on the terrace as one of the midwives appeared, carrying the expected bundle. 
No sooner had he moved to greet his new heir than he was confronted with yet another old woman also bearing 
a swaddied bundle. As this significance dawned he was helpless to suppress the grin spreading over his 
face. Twins! Not for more than twenty circles of Romulus about its namesake had twins been born To 
the Tiberian clan. Pride swelled so within him he thought his chest would surely burst. In a daze he 
held out his arms for the dual burden, only dimly aware of the differing symbols adorning the wrapping 
cloths. A son and a daughter -- a warrior pairing born under the same dawnings! Awesome indeed was 
such an omen. a 

His thoughts still floating, he headed into the house to share his joy with its bearer. She awaited 
him with a knowing smile, as he placed the infants at her side. 

"Are you pleased, creator of our continuing?" she asked in teasing, knowing full well what the answer 
would be. 

"| am pleased, my bearer of tomorrows; we have done well together," he whispered, brushing the damp 
hair away from her face almost reverently. "Rest now, you have earned it for the honor you bring our 
house." In acknowledgement she allowed eyelids heavy with fatigue to drop, surrendering. Quietly he 
left the room, but his strides lengthened with determination as he headed for the wilds behind the Holding. 

He paid little heed to his footing on the worn path he travelled, made familiar years ago from his 
earliest memories. The first sun was rising over the Teeth of Lions as he reached the summit. He absorbed 
its warming rays, adding them to his own inner glowing. This dawn had seen the awakening of more than 
just another day -- Tomorrow was now assured for eternity. 
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KLINGON ETHNOLOGICAL STUDIES 


A Report from Agri at Aquarius 


In a close examination of any given culture, the anthropologist often finds that the rituals which 
govern a people are sometimes even more binding than their written laws. Such is the case with the Kling- 
Ons. 

As a resident observer, | have found that every major aspect of life, 
birth through death, is covered by these sets of traditions. Attached, please 
tind a list of the most important of these, along with a short explanation of 
each. Please note that these apply to on-planet life only. A different set of 
rules or modifications are brought into play during off-planet assignments. 


Respectfully, 
Agri 


Ikra (Birth): A pregnant Klingon woman who has come to term is taken by the 
child's father (can either be her husband or one of her additionals) to a 
sheltered cave not far from the main city of Council Hall. The only persons 
attending her are the father and one Ku healer. Birth contractions are not 
eased by drugs of any kind, but the Ku is able to ease the woman's discomfort 
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by telepathically "damping" the pain centers of the brain. When the baby Is born, the mother will say, 
"Scream your war cries, child, but never cry out In pain." After this comes the naming ceremony, where 
the mother says, "Know my son/daughter, that your name is ..,," thus official ly giving the child the 

name he/she will carry through their lives. It Is not a binding tradition, but most male names begin 
with a "KI", while most female names begin with an "M", 

Draccet: The next important ceremony In the child's 11fe occurs when he/she reaches s!x turnings (Klingon 
year) in age- The father calls the family together, and tn thelr presence presents the child with their 
first weapon, the draccet, or Name-Blade. The weapon, a small, sharp dagger, Is carried by the child 

for the rest of his or her life. It ts at this age, also, that the child Is at last permitted to speak, 
without first being spoken to, in the presence of adults. Formal warrior training also begins at this 
time. 

Ri-tkra: Ri-tkra, or "Death-Life" (Life through Death), ts not only a rite of passage In which the child 
"dies" and the adult Is "born," but also determines the extent of a warrlor's career within the Empire. 
At the age of sixteen turnings, the trainee Is sent out Into the desert with enough supplies for three 
rotes (days). They are Instructed to seek a specific cavern and return to report what they find there. 

| cannot determine the nature of these reports, for they are given in the presence of the CounclI! and 
Supreme Warrior only, and the trainee is not permitted to speak of the results of the ordeal to anyone 
else, not even their own families. Before the newly-fiedged warrior leaves for their first deep-space 
assignment, another small ceremony takes place where the new warrior is assigned his/her own personal 

Ku by the Supreme Warrfor. The Ku Is a telepathic slave who has a certain varying degree of healing 
power. Only the commander of a vessel, however, can take his personal Ku along on deep-space assignments, 
but that Ku cares for the health needs of the entire crew. The menial chores normally done by a Ku are 
relegated to the rankless warriors on each vessel. 

The Challenge: Klingon is ruled by one person, the Supreme Warrtor, who may be male or female. The 
title Is achieved only through ritual challenge, and is not Inherited. Once a year, any warrior of the 
proper family (must be of a Kon family -- the Kons are the elite of Klingon) may Issue a formal chal lenge 
and engage the Incumbent Supreme Warrfor in a fight to the death. A challenge may also be issued at 

any time a Kon feels that a Supreme Warrior Is Incapable of continuing with the burdens of office. The 
Supreme Warrior may not refuse the Challenge, but is allowedone other option, which is Kau-Ri (Death- 
with-Honor), or suicide. In this event, the Challenger assumes the title. By the way, Kau-Ri is consider- 
ed an honorable option for any warfor, In certain specified situations. For example, one may not commit 
Kau-Ri If one has merely been shamed, but It is permissable In the eventof an incurable Illness. 

Marriage: By law, only full Kilngon males may marry full Klingon females. However, a male may take 

as many concubines of any race or mixture of races as he can support, and a female may take as many addi- 
tionals as she can support. in the case where a concubine or additional comes from an "Underling" planet, 
the offspring can be claimed at three turnings of age by the Klingon parent, and Is henceforth awarded 
the privileges of a “full® Klingon, such as warrfor training, the right to Inherit property, etc. The 
unclaimed offspring of these unions have no status within the Empire, and carry out those mental chores 
not assigned to the Ku. The marriage ceremony itself is merely an exchange of vows of loyalty in the 
presence of witnesses. 

Kurchan: (The Bleeding) This is a death-method pertaining to any Ku who has failed In hIs/her duties, 
‘either accidentally or deliberately. In Kurchan, the Ku is called into the presence of his/her owner, 

and as many other Ku who can be assembled In one place. The Ku's wrists are slashed, and the victim 

is forced to watch himself bleed to death. Its affect on the watching Ku is terrible. The Ku are paci- 
fists and abhor any type of violence. Not only are they visually traumatized by the execution, but they 
also share the victim's death telepathically. It is a shattering experience for them, and the mere threat 
of Kurchan Is extremely conductive to obedience. 

The Ku are a puzzling factor in Klingon life. One would think that they could use their psionic 
powers to free themselves from bondage, but It Is almost as If they choose not to be free, as if they 
have some plan of their own which calls for a willing enslavement. Unfortunately, | did not have time 
to further Investigate this enlgma. | 
Esha-Ri: (The Slow Death) This Is a punishment meted out to warriors only, and It does not take place 
unless there has been a serious offense against the Empire or the Supreme Warrior. This is a traitor's 
death. The warrior unfortunate enough to be caught in a traltorious plot undergoes slow physical torture, 
until death seems imminent. At this point, a Ku Is called in to heal him, and the process starts al| 
over again. The duration of this is governed only by the endurance of the victim, or the whim of the 
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Supreme Warrior. Sha-Ri is a strong deterrent to any type of subversive activities. 

Mye R! Ka: (The Mourning) This is the final ritual | will deal with In this report. Command status 
warriors cannot afford to allow those they command to witness the "weakness" brought on by grief over 
+he death of a loved one. Klingon Is often beset by wild, wailing windstorms, called the winds of Ke- 
Lar, which popular superstition believes to be the mourning voices of dead warriors. When a warrior 
loses a loved one, he or she goes out into the desert during one of these storms, and there they feel 
free to mourn where they cannot be overheard or seen. They fee! that the "lost ones" will continue to 
mourn and thus their loved one will not be forgotten. | found the following poem on the subject: 


Mye RI' Ka 


| have lost the love of my youth. 
He walks In the dim green valleys of Nada*, 
He Is hidden from my eyes, 
and | cannot touch the warm strength of his body. 
So now | must mourn. 
Here, in thls bleak desert 
Where no one can hear me, 
| add my voice to the Winds of Ke-Larr -—- 
wail with them -- 
and when | am gone (returned to my duties) 
They will do my mourning 
for me. 
The anctents will cry 
for what | have lost 
when | can cry no more. 


*Kiingon deity, usually depicted as god of war. 


(This report forwarded by Catherine L. Whitehead) 
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A Message from Troyius 


by Wanda Butts 


A sone 
| have a son. 

He is not like the Troyian pig 
who claims to be his father, 
Thank the gods! 

He is a fine, strong boy. 

And he has a temper 

not unl Ike «+ Lessons Learned: 
his parent. 
But already he learns control. 
He is the son of a Dohlman 
And Helr of the throne of Troyius. 
It is his duty. 
The Troyfian pig | married 
ls easy to control. 
He is a weakling. 
! did not cry for him 
as | did for you. 
As | have, for you wee. 
Have you heard? 
My son's eyes are hazel. 
They say it is our mixed marriage. 
it is my responsibility to forget you. I| know. 


-109- 


But how can |? 
Duty and responsibility. 
You taught me. 


| have a son. 


Tri skelian Fledgeling | 


by Vel Jaeger 


| gaze at ever-changing lights 
as one amongst thelr midst, 
still looking through the eyes of a child. 
| have learned, James T. Kirk, 
as | said | would. 
Strange new skills have |, 
ones which let me leave 
the shadow wor!d of my birth. 
There fs much joy in this galaxy of yours, 
my first frtend, 
and | am only saddened 
when | wish to share it with you. 
The Providers gave me knowledge, 
but you, dear James, gave me life. 
As | leap among the stars 
| acknowledge this eternal debt 
and await the day | may repay it. 
Then, my lion with the golden eyes, 
we shall determine who is teacher. 


by Vel Jaeger 


My husband sleeps beside me now, 
and | should be content with his devotion. 
Yet my thoughts continue to turn backward in time, 
to that first human who taught me 
what wondrous feelings lay hidden in 
this once-alien flesh of mine. 
"An apology," he said, and set my new-found senses whirling madly. 
Rojan, too, has learned to "apologize," 
but somehow his skill is not The same. 
We learned together how to savor this new life, 
And | could never wish to change this’ future. 
| often wonder, though, about that man 
who challenged the impossible and won. 
Did | sacrifice the excitement of 
a thousand tomorrows 
in settling for the certainty of yesterday? 
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ROMULAA Ast renemu 


by Robert S. Sayes 


There [Is an erroneous bit of space matter at large, concerning the supposition that the primary 
star in the Romulan home system Is a white dwarf type. This statement has been made in the Starfleet 
medical reference Manual, as wel! as several other books on or about Star Trek affairs. This is Impossi- 
ble, for life as we know fit cannot exist on a planet fn orbit around a white dwarf star. Romulans are, 
or can be classified as "life as we know it." They breath the same type of atmosphere as do we, they 
are carbon cycle life forms, they drink, eat, ITve In a vary similar manner, and they can even cross- 
breed with humans. 

Granted that the Romulans did not evolve on their home world, and that as any fool trekker knows 
that they are an offshoot of the Vulcans. That Is quite possible, but a planet In orbit around a white 
dwarf star would be uninhabitable for several reasons. 

Consider the star itself. A white dwarf star is a dead star: its fusion fires have gone out, the 
fuel has been exhausted, and therefore nothing remains but a lump of matter sitting In space that is, 
to al! purposes, dead. A white dwarf is not unlike a mass of white-hot Iron, fresh from the forge. 

Like the Iron, the white dwarf star will radiate light and heat In goodly amounts. However, also Itke 
the mass of fron, this star cannot produce any more heat energy than that which It has already stored 

up- Thus this star is slowly coolIng down to a dark, cold, lifeless lump of mass. This.gives us a fairly 
good idea of Iife In orbit around a white dwarf. Any planet would be faced with the prospect of the 
star's gradual cooling and dimming until! both the objects,the planet as well as the stellar mass, are 
nothing but frozen bodies in the Icy cold of interstellar space. Who in the universe would dare live 
there? 

The star itself is a death warrant for any race foolish enough to try to live in that system. Another 
problem concerns that planet -- what about it? The answer to that question must be based upon what occurs 
to a star as it goes from a main sequence star to a white dwarf. 

All stars go through a pattern of death. Any star, such as our sun, or Procylon, Sirius, or Alpha 
Centauri, goes through a cycle of death. First the star expands into a red giant, or worse, a super 
giant. This stage effectively eliminates any close-in planets where life might exist. When our sun 
dies, it is believed that it will expand Into a red giant, and will engulf Venus as well as Mercury. 

It is very possible that even our own Earth might be engulfed and vaporized. At best, our Earth will 

be a scorched, lifeless ball of rock, Its atmosphere blown away by the solar wind from the bloated primary, 
that once-peaceful star, Sol. With the closer planets reduced to vapor, or at best lifeless balls of 

rock, the outer planets of the system would still be tntact -- but who or what can live on Jupiter or 
Saturn. Additionally, the star begins to shrink after It goes through the red glant stage, until the 

once vast star is no larger than our own Earth (though this body will still have stellar mass). As a 
result of the mass being compacted to this small size, the heat retained from the time the star was "liv- 
ing" ts left to slowly leak away over several millions of years, until the star becomes a black dwarf. 

What remains Is a cooling small white star, devoid of any hydrogen reactions, dimming slowly over 
the passage of time. There are no planets close enough to take any advantage of the star's radtation, 
and the nearest planets to this dying star are already frozen beyond the freezing point of carbon dioxide. 
And as tough as Romulans are, | can't see them outside throwing dry-ice snowballs at each other. 

Given that somehow a planet survives the red giant stage, and is still close enough to the star 
to receive warmth from its dying embers, It is still Impossible for humanofds to live there. The pri- 
mary reason is that its atmosphere has been blown away. A planet's atmosphere comes with it at the 
planet's birth. As It forms, light gases create the first atmosphere, and as the planet ages and changes 
occur, the lighter gases, such as hydrogen, methane, ammonia, etc, are lost as the gravity is unable 
to hold them to the plenet under the pressure of the solar winds. Through volcanic activity water vapor 
is released into the atmosphere. Over billions of years this atmosphere takes shape, becoming what we 
have on Earth -- an atmosphere where life like ours can live in comfort and health. This all has been 
blown away by the solar wind on our theoretical planet, and life forms such as ours would die quickly 
on this planet. But it might be supposed that thereis a storage of water vapor and oxygen under the 
planet's surface. Vulcanism could eventually recreate an atmosphere, however, there are reasons to doubt 
this possibility. The natural formation of a breathable atmosphere under these conditions requires 
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billions of years, and our planet does not have this kind of time. For In a few mI! lion years, the white 
dwarf star will be cold, and any possible out-gassings will be "snow" on a forever frozen surface. But 
this would most ITkely never happen, as the force that would drive the planet would have died, too. 

The cores of planets like Earth are semi-lIiquid, plastic hot cores. The heat comes from the decay 
of radioactive elements trapped within the planet's core. As these elements decay they cool as well. 

Over the average lifetime of a suitable solar system most of the elements would decay Into their resulting 
forms, te urantum to lead, and so forth. With these elements in their Inactive stage there would no 
longer be a molten core, and thus no convective actions within the planet's core. Result: no more heat 
moving to the surface, no more molten rock to create stress and capture, by the dissolving of rock below 
the surface, these previously mentioned gases. Therefore the planet Is as dead as Its primary, and It 

wil not live again. 

There is one more factor to consider before we lay this issue to rest, and that Is the ettect of 
time on a planet's rotation In reference to its primary. We are all famfilar with the never-changing 
face of the moon, in that the same side of the moon Is always facing Earth. The moon has lost all angular 
momentum in respect to Its primary, Earth. Over the vast times with which we are dealing, any planet 
close enough to its primary to provide a |fvable environment for tife simflar to ours has long since 
become stationary in respect to its primary, and would keep the same face towards the dying star at all 
Times. As a result this planet has one side hot and one side cold. The weather on such a planet would 
be very strange and, most likely, very violent. 

Of course, It Is tempting to belfeve that some advanced race such as the "Preservers" or the race 
that sent Gary Seven to Earth might be able to alter a white dwarf system for transplanted life forms 
with whom they would be working. However, this ts TllogIical. They might very well have the power necess- 
ary to provide a liveable environment tn such a system, but with the millions of sultable systems that 
such a race would have avallable because of their superior space flight technology It would be illogical 
for them to go through such trouble, especially for a system that could never be able to sustain {Ife 
for any great period of time. The same can be said for any possible Vulcan colonial efforts. A research 
station would possibly be set up to study such a system, but such an Installation would be far too tem- 
porary to become the possible seed fora civilization such as the Romulan Empire. 

Of course there are, as is said, endless possibilities in an environment as vast as the untverse, 
but they would be frightfully low. | suggest that this Idea of a white dwarf should be abandoned, and 
adhere to the facts as related in the STAR TREK CONCORDANCE by Bjo Trimble, wherin I+ Is stated that 
the Romulan system is a binary star, with a double planet in orbit around the binary. In fact, these 
bodies have been named: the stars are called "Romulus", which is the primary of the two stars; the secon- 
dary star Is named "Romlii." The two planets are called "Romulus and Remus" and are, as has been stated, 

a double planet similar to the Earth/Moon system. This data was gained for the Star Trek episode BALANCE 
OF TERROR. All of this Is listed on Spock's charts of the Romulan empire as such. 1! suggest we trans- 
port the white dwarf theory Into the cold of space, where It can follow the logical procudure of disappear- 
int Into Is black dwarf end! 
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TREKCM’s Speak their Minds on... 


STAR TREK: THE MOTION PICTURE 


One of the first things that non-Mensans learn about members of our society is to never ask a question 
unless you are prepared for a comprehensive answer. tn soliciting opinions on ST:TMP | was unprepared 
to provided the space necessary to encompass the response tn the newsletter. Herewlth, at some length, 
are opinions form our membership -- some controversial, some popular, but all thought-provoking! Never 
being one to keep my mouth shut in a discussion, | offer my own impressions of the "80th Mission of the 
Enterprise." 


From Vel Jaeger Why should a well-educated, mature (chronologically, at least), reasonably cultured 
mother of three persist in the enjoyment of a dream that others have named a nightmare? 1 am speaking, 
of course, of STAR TREK: THE MOTION PICTURE. Critics have fired well-aimed salvoes at ft, some diehard 
Trek fans have condemned it, and the general public has ridiculed it. The temptation fs great to ride 
with the stream of criticism and agree that the film was a disappointment and has not equalled our expecta- 
tions: if only they had done thIis-and-such! and why didn't they show that-and-so? After awhile, | came 
to realize that most of the condemnation dealt with what was not there, and with this came the first 
glimpse of the solution to the dilemma. With one possible exception (the length of the trip Trhough 
the cloud), no one found justifiable fault with what is seen. And here | found the reason for my infatu- 
ation with the movie, as fresh during the tenth viewing as with the first. This Is a physically beautiful 
movie, and It Is undentablyavalid part of the 23rd Century and Its United Federation of Planets. Our 
family of characters is there, evolved somehwat but stil| easily recognizable. And our lovely lady Enter- 
prise is there, more breathtakingly beautiful than ever. We are swept along with music that is magniti- 
cently compelling, mysterious, winsome, and always incredible. But the most important factor Is stil 
the people: the Interaction of the characters is the ultImate expression of the human adventure. The 
love, the caring -- all the ties are stil! there. The emotion at times seems to leap between like charges 
of electricity. The special effects do not overshadow, but are Intriguing, surrealistic at times; fantas- 
tical and entrancing. As the Enterprise reaches warp speed the compulsion is to cry out "Wait for me, 
| want to go, too!" The ultimate question has been answered: Star Trek does Iive, as once again we 
can feel the spirit of It at work. The physical forms are different, but the simple fact Is that It 
lives -- it breathes -- it inspires. It fs the wonder which captures our hearts and urges us to fulfill 
our potential. May we endeavor to live each day by the principles and tolerance and hope for the future 
that have been kindled. 

| feel that | have now dispelled any rumors to the effect that | do not like The Movie. Negative 
comments and opinions concerning Star Trek, in any of its forms, will still be tncluded in TREKisM because 
each SIG member's convictions are equally valid. We can learn so much from examining our differences, 
as we have heard so often. 


from Peter Scott: Thoughts on the Motion Picture 

ST:TMP was the title of the dream which every Trekkie had been nurturing for ten years or more. 

None of us expected the final product to bear more than a passing resemblance, if any, to our private 
fantasies, but we thought that it would at least satisfy our craving for a new Trek adventure which brought 
the characters back to the screen. Yet —- and whilst this Is only my personal feeling, | cannot help 

but feel that many of you will agree with me —- instead of boldly going where no movie had gone before, 
ST:TMP went nowhere at all, but tried to make a lot of nolse about It. 

Now, the immediate criticism any reader of this may level against me Is that, as a Trekkie, |! natur- 
ally expected everything to be exactly as it was before, same sets, same uniforms, characters who hadn't 
aged in ten years, etc, and that | was going to be merely pedantic and nit-picking. Well, to quash that 
approach from the start, let me precede my analysis with a list of the things | was prepared to forgive 
in the movie (and In fact, did forgive.): 

THE SHIP: So long as it remains the same basic shape, | didn't care what they did to the outside. 
Despite the fact that the new engine nacelles do not give the appearance of pushing anything backwards 
(whereas the old mode! had spinning glows on the ends), It in fact looked rather good. Why they chose 
to reject the old style of shuttlecraft and have vessels dock anywhere but in the shuttle bay is a mystery 
to me, but again, It was no bother. 

The Inside | forgave as well, although it seemed to be a case of change for change's sake, with 
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the corridors redesigned to be dark and tunnel-like. For crew spending months at a time on board, one 
would have thought a more natural environment would have been in order, as we had before. (The one excep- 
tion to this was the beautiful recreation room.) The only real impression of scale in the engine room 

was created by the vertical column, which seemed misplaced. The horizontal tube was far smaller and 

less effective than the old “hal" screened with a grille. Most of the time It seemed crammed with people, 
anyway. Sickbay was |Iittie more than an ordinary room with a screen and a table -- was there somewhere 
for McCoy to sit down and make notes? The bridge, whilst sharing the same "Intimate" lighting as many 
other sections, fared rather better, with a criticism of the previous one's safety factor being satisfied 
by Installing another turbolift. But they did seem to have made it less comfortable by ripping out the 
carpets. 

THE UNIFORMS: Photoplay magazine |IIisted these as our only cause for complaint. Well, I have none, 
apart from pointing out that Scott looked rather dehumanized fin his armoured gear and that the previous 
standard issue T-shirt united everyone much more satisfactorily. One could hardly complain {ff all that 
was wrong was the clothing. 

THE CHARACTERS’ APPEARANCES: Prepared for something from fifteen minutes into THE DEADLY YEARS, 
only McCoy and Scott were noticeably different, the former in wrinkles, the latter in factal and scalp 
hair. Except for Kirk, who seemed to have madean attempt to rejuvenate himself with dyed hair, the main 
characters' voices were far more gravelly, masking their original tndividualiteis, sadly noticeable in 
DeForest Kelley's case. | do not mean to be unkind: quite the reverse, | am pointing out things that 
| have not found fault with, but others might think | have. | suspect that Spock's voice was deliberately 
altered to a large extent to make him sound even more dispassionate; the result was a flat monotone. 

One could see no change In the other regulars. 

All this and more, | was prepared to walve — and, It turned out, had to. So what was it that final- 
ly, reluctantly, made me realise that the critics were not speaking through their volumtnous headgear? 

i* il answer that with another question. What should a Star Trek movie be? Answer: what an episode 
would have been if the sixties crew had had the time, money, resources, technology. | would not hesitate 
to rank ST:TMP as the worst episode ever, even allowing for the awe created by a cinema. {f they'd remade 
one of the old episodes, it would have been more fun -—- as It turned out, the plot was heavily influenced 
by THE IMMUNITY SYNDROME and THE CHANGELING. 

What was missing? First, THE RELATIONSHIPS. Kirk came on board a better candidate for the Kolinahr 
Than Spock. The few attempts he made to relate to other main characters (McCoy: "I need you"; Scott: 
"They gave her back to me, Scotty") were ruined by bad scripting, and there was no sign of either the 
McCoy-Kirk or the Spock-Kirk relationships. When Bones should have taken him to task in no uncertain 
manner for being so pigheaded to Decker, all he could mumble was, "That's up to you." No advice, not 
even the use of Kirk's first name. Instead, McCoy's part was reduced to making flippant comments In 
Spock's presence. 

When Spock returned, his refusal to speak to McCoy was understandable, after the discipline he had 
been through. Yet no mention of It between Kirk and McCoy, no concern for Spock, rather a fear that he 
might jeopardise the missfon out of selfishness. There was nothing between Spock and Kirk -- in the 
TV series, if nothing else, they could show affection by expression, especially Spock for Kirk, without 
stirring a muscle (see THE DEADLY YEARS). 

In his efforts to display his 400 extras, Robert Wise unfortunately swamped the main characters 
~- notably Scotty, who was Just an ordinary face in the crowd in the engine room. | always thought that 
if you modernized a starship, you made it more efficient and thus requiring less personnel in operating 
areas, rather than more. 

Even if Spock's remoteness was understandable at first, we would have expected him to mellow to 
his original state as the film progressed. Yet even when saying that he wanted to remain on the Enterprise, 
he still seemed to be projecting the popular Image of absolute Inscrutability rather than the hint of 
humanity we had come to know and love. 


And now the PLOT. Really, this was banal —- which showed, with the feeble attempt at obscurity 
near the end. Why did they not engage a top SF writer as they had done so successfully before? ! disa- 
gree with the critics* claim that it was boring -—- it never managed that, but did succeed in rushing 


where it should have, neglecting human interactions again. Everything was sacrificed for the special 
effects -- they wanted to try and better the psychedelic sequence from "2001: A Space Odyssey" (and 
didn't succeed), so they brought in a cloud "83 a.u.'s In diameter." Then they wanted pictures of the 
Earth In danger (presumably they thought that this would appeal to a wider audience than if they had 
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put the action on the edge of the solar system or around a starbase or another planet), so the cloud 
had to go into orbit -- they showed its position on a display. Even allowing for the shrinking they 
mentioned, even though the cloud was originally the size of the entire solar system, It still! seems unlike- 
ly that the Enterprise could remain engulfed In a massive Inner complex considering how small Itt would 
have to be. It was because of this desire to put the ship around Earth that the dreadful last line was 
concocted. Already close to home, they couldn't tamely rematn in orbit or sIidle up to a space station: 
they usually end with the Enterprise heading for home, and Robert Wise wanted to show off the excel lent 
warp one effect, so what happened? Kirk says, "Out there ... Thataway," and the audience quite rightly 
laughed. Not only was it flippant and irrational, Itt was unbecoming a starship captain (who never behaved 
that way even when saving the Earth in particular or the Federation in general before), and Ifable to 
earn him a rebuke for wasting time and money « 

Far from putting the Enterprise through her paces, almost the entire film was spent with her stro] li- 
ing about inside an object with not light years of headroom but metres, culminating in her entry into 
an oxygen/one gee environment with her nose resting against a causeway. 

The script was the main offender. With better lines this could have been a great film. Without 
comment consider these: 

"The answer? | don't know the question." 

"Mr. Spock -~ welcome back." 

"Spock ee. Spock 2. Spock «+. Spock o.. transmit, Spock .* 

"Veger needs the information." 

"Not until the devices are removed from Earth orbit." 

"Veger will remove the devices when it gets the Information." 

"The Human Adventure is Just Beginning" 

| presume this refers (hopefully) to a sequel. It certainly didn't begin in ST: TMP. | am as loathe 
to find fault with anything Gene Roddenberry had a hand In as any of us. But -- remembering the tale 
of the King's invisible coat -- where there is fault, we must point it out, and hope that it doesn't 
occur again. ! would like to see other views on the movie, especially any that can pofnt out flaws in 
the criticisms | have levelled, for | would dearly like to dismiss them. The reason it has broken box 
office records Is because every Trekkie and every person who ever saw and liked the series —- countless 
miitfions —- has made it their duty to see the movie whatever they might be told about it, and to make 
their own minds up. | think few will! go back to see it again. 1! might, to try and wrest more virtue 
trom It. If Robert Wise wants a sentence of advice for sequels -- even though the film seems to indicate 
that he Is averse to taking ft -- | would Say: Don't put special effects first. Put the spirit of the 
Enterprise first -- that Is what fired all our imaginations with a thrill for space, not the sight of 
planets, aliens, or spaceships. In short: Bring Back Star Trek! 


copyright (c) P. Scott 1979 


from Gary Harris (an open letter to Gene Roddenberry) 
Dear Gene: 
| am not in the habit of writing letters to creative people offering comment on their creative acti- 
vities. But in this case | feel compelled to offer an independent viewpoint on your latest venture: 
Star Trek - The Motion Picture. 


First let me tell you that | am not what would be called a "Trekkie.* | have never attended a Star 
Trek convention although several have been held near where | live, nor have | memorized the most minute 
detaiis of all of the episodes of the Star Trek television series. 

Rather, | am a college educated adult who enjoys sclence fiction and science tact. 1 have worked 


with computers and computer graphics for severa! years and am willing to take science facts and extend 
them toward future projections of reality. 

| do, however, watch Star Trek reruns twice weekly, and have for several years. 1! watch the show 
for several reasons even Though | have seen each episode several times. | find the shows, in general, 
to have been good science fiction; well-written, well acted and well staged. As with good science fiction, 
each show asked the mere acceptance of one or two extrapolations of reality and then focused a tradition- 
al story line in a future setting. Comedy, drama, sociological essays and historical insights were pre- 
sented with equal vigor and effectiveness. 

But there was also another factor working’ toward a successful series. That factor was a known per- 
sonality for each of the continuing characters. I+ became easy to predict how each character would react 
in any situation. Kirk had his strengths and weaknesses, McCoy had his old-line, conservative attitudes, 
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Scotty his loyalty, determination and faith in his ship and Spock his logical approach, sense of humor 
and his closely checked but still extant emotions. The other characters that appeared on a continuing 
basis had equally well defined personalities. 

When | heard that Star Trek - The Motion Picture was being made, | looked forward to more of the 
same quality in story, characterization and general mission responsibilities as existed on the original 
Star Trek series. | was willing to accept the fact that the characters would have aged and that there 
would be new characters. | was also willing to accept an upgrade of the ship characteristics to reflect 
ten years' advances in contemporary scientific thought. Certainly a modification of the basic mission 
of the Enterprise would also have been acceptable. 

All of this could easily have been done, building on some seventy-eighT ex- 

isting episodes of character development, capabilities of the Enterprise in the 
Star Trek time frame and basic realities of the Star Trek universe. 
Given an extension of the series, with appropriate upgrades, | could 
see where there could easily have been sequels to the movie, each 

generating substantial revenue without requiring extensive unique 

set construction and special effects development. 

The actual movie was a tremendous disappointment. | went 

+o see it at an exhorbitant price in spite of the bad reviews, 

as I'm sure most people did, solely to see what | had hoped 

was a continuation of the series. What | saw was a movie that 
had no character fidelity to previous standards, a simple major 
plot (used before in one episode) with two minor sub-plots 
and relying on extensive special effects that were not required 

to achieve the objective. 

Rather than give gross overview criticism, | will 
attempt to be rather specific. First is the matter of 
the story line. The basic plot was acceptable, although 
the return of an altered or mutated probe was used before. 

The sub-plot of some form of past relationships between 

the captain and |lia could have added interest, but 

that sub-plot was exposed and then dropped with no 
explanations or further development. 

Character development was basically non-existent. Each of the characters, new or old, were paper 
+hin and had no depth. But worse than that, there was no fidelity To past characters and characteristics. 
Gone were Kirk's strengths, replaced by a person unable to find his way around his own ship and issuing 
orders to his crew such as “take us out there, anywhere - just out there." 

Chekov, Sulu and Uhura contributed nothing to the movie though they were integral in most of The 
series episodes. But even the Klings for no real reason changed in physical form and in spoken language, 
a rather surprising occurance in a mere ten-year period. To have 
Mr. Spock decide to get in touch with his emotions and yield to 
them borders on the ludicrous. 

It was very apparent that many characters were just used for 
name and face value rather than contributing to the story or action. 
McCoy served no purpose other than wandering on and off the bridge 
several times and Dr. Chapel was only on a screen for a total of 













two or three minutes. 

The special effects were vastly overdone and were occasional ly 
lacking in quality. The scene in the spaceport was set against a 
painting which looked like a painting rather than looking like 
scenerye To emphasize the size of both the Enterprise and V'ger, 
an agonizingly long time was spent in slowly traversing the partic- 
ular object. One or two mintues would be adequate to imply 
immenseness, but five to ten minutes becomes boring. 

The only special effect of any value was the act of enter- 
ing warp drive. This was slightly spoiled by all of the dramatics, 
including a countdown. Again, an instance of lack of continuity 
with the series. 
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But even more disappointing was the fact that Star Trek 
- The Motion Picture effectively eliminated any future for 
the crew of the Enterprise for the entire Star Trek universe, 
for that matter. The characters have been effectively destroy- 
ed, the mission of the Enterprise has been eliminated and 
the politics and operation of society in the Star Trek +ime 
was made fuzzy. 

| fervently hope that the picture does not recover its 
initial investment so that there will be no encour agement 
to continue to foist commercial hype and massive i1! conceived 
special effects on an unsuspecting public under the name 
Of good science fiction. 


from Sharon Reishus | saw ST:TMP a few weeks ago and 

had mixed feelings toward it. On the one hand, it was hard 

to convince myself that the movie even existed at all! | 
waited ten years to see it, and I'I| be the first to admit 

it: | cried when | saw the Ship, and all the crew together 
agains It was simply an incredible experience! But | think 
the movie lacked a few things. Where was that warmth, humor, 
and affection | remember from the series? And what about 

the special relationship between Kirk and Spock? Only a 

few times did | experience it. And | must agree with the 
critics (at least some of them) that William Shatner's acting 
just wasn't up to par. Perhaps some of my qualms about the 
film have arisen because | think | resent having the characters 
updated, or at least in a different way than | had imagined 
theme For years, | have still considered Capt. Kirk and 

the rest of the crew continuing on their 5-year mission, 

long expired by now, with nothing changed. But of course, 

in ten years, the characters as well as the actors have changed. 
Oh well eee 


from Hilary Friedman | saw ST:TMP Saturday, Dec. 8. 

Twice. | did not enjoy -- no, that's not the right word, 

but | was more depressed by it than anything else. The uniforms 
reminded me of footed pajamas, the acting was poor, the plot 


was thin, and the script was non-existent —- and those were 

the good points! | don't mean to be hard on it, but | was 
disappointed with it. | expected more. Many people liked 

it, and it did have some interesting features. | was annoyed 
by cutesy lines like "We have it right where it wants us" 

(Kirk) and "Absolutely will | not interfere with it!" (Chekov). 


So parts were good, parts were bad, and the whole was nothing 
spectacular. Better luck next time. 


from Dave Umhauer We waited for years. Paramount kept 

us waiting, and when it finally came through, i+ turned its 
back on its constituency, reaching instead for a different 
audience, raised on Star Wars and Godzilla Meets John Ehrlich- 
man. Paramount came through with pretty good space opera, 

but it forgot most of the ingredients that made the series 
something special. It reunited a cast, but gave them no 
chance to express personalities that were developed by the 
time MAN TRAP was atred, little opportunity to interact, no 
chance to say anything but platitudes. Tonight | watched 


al de 


MAN TRAP, a few hours after catching the movie. 1 watched the per form- 
ance of Uhura, the personality of Yeoman Rand, the little touches Ifke 
Sulu's plant and the revelation of McCoy's pet name, the qulet Introspection 
of the captain at the end of the misslon. A decade ago, 200 grand could 
buy MAN TRAP. And now | watched the culmination of millions In effort 
and talent, and it showed me Uhura opening halfling frequencies, Rand gr imac- 
ing, Kirk playing wooden superhero, with very few glimpses of the man he 
had been. Ten years have passed. The entire crew has grown dull, added 
an American indian and a few humanoid ailens, and traded In their starship 
on a new model. The Klingons have mutated beyond recognition. Hardware 
has superceded |!fe. About forty-five minutes Into the film a child tn 
the audience at Detroit shouted "Mom, this isn't Star Trek!" The child, one 
Of very few In the audience which was made up mostly of first generation 
Trekkers, aged 25 to 80, spoke for almost all of us. The other children 
were all off watching BLACK HOLE. At least | hope they were. Because 
if the movie was their first encounter with TREK, | doubt if they would 
come back for more. What would have saved the movie, at least In my humble 
Robert ive impression, would have been a budget about four million dollars lower, 

: that would have forced them to jettison the hardware and substitute some 
real dialog, some glimpse of life aboard the ship, some quiet moments where 
nobody tried to impress me but simply allowed me to like them. The survey 
showed that most of us like Trek because of the relationships that existed 
between the characters. This element Its lacking In the film. The handful | 
of Trekkers who are on a Hugo Gernsback trip will like the film. The rest 
of us have little to show for our wait. 





from Jim Kitchel | Sure, the plot is a bit thin, but no thinner than some of the TV episodes. The 
acting Is about the same, maybe a bit better than on TV, but it Is the special effects that | think 
will make the movie a super hit. They are great!! Much better than CLOSE ENCOUNTERS and almost as 
good as STAR WARS. The final scene leaves us cruelly hanging -- will there be a new TV sertes or not? 
Will there be a sequel? It certainly seems as though at least one or both of these thngs wil! happen. 


from Joan Condel |! THE MUSIC: Yuck. But then I've been ODing on John Willims all semester. | guess 
if | see (oops, when STAR TREK 18 times I'11 get used to It, but I+ sounded like a western at the begin- 
ning.s THE SPECIAL EFFECTS: The Klingon ships: fantastic!! I've never seen such beautiful camera 

work on mineatures. But the Magicam FX | thought were pretty poor. The Ideas were terriffic, but the 
differences in film quality between the Inserts and the big areas were so great that they were Impossible 
to ignore -- especially the scenes of Kirk and Scotty heading toward the Enterprise and of San Francisco. 
THE PLOT: | cheated; | read the book first. I'm glad my worrles about It being a CHANGELING remake 
were unfounded, but |'m afraid that most people will see only the similarittes and turn off or tune 

out and miss the whole point of the last fifteen minutes. Some detalls fo the plot are unclear at best 
(like why does Illa have to have a celebacy oath? Why was Kirk so broken up over the transporter mal- 
function victims? Why did Decker want to Join with Vejur so badly? etc) without having read the book. 

| was disappointed In some of the scenes left out: Kirk's receipt of the message about the Klingons, 
Spock's goodbye to Kirk and then mental contact with him, Kirk's wrangling of the Enterprise's command 
from Starfleet brass, etc, etc. OK, so I+ would have made It a 3-hour movie, but even so. THE CREW: 
Uhura was stil! just a switchboard operator. Why?? Everybody else got promoted; Scotty -- great. CHEKOV: 
same. Sulu —— his part was smaller than Uhura's -- all he got to do was stare a lot. McCoy -- better 
than in the series (and he didn't have to say "He's dead, Jim"). Spock -—- what can | say? Kirk -- 

gosh, Captain! If a mere spectator (me) sat and cried upon seeing the Enterprise again, surely her 


captain can manage more than interested glances. Ilia and Decker -- very good; too bad they couldn't 
have stuck around. INSUFFICIENT DATA Dept: Who the hell was that guy in the spacesuit and why was 

he floating around everywhere!!2 {| mean, his floating by while there are space vehicles flying around 
makes as much sense as having somebody loose wandering the runways of an airport with jets taking off! 
Don't they have any safety regulations?!2 | will admit that his backflip when the Enterprise got under 


way was cute, but still .... 
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from Rosemarie Eferman | totally enjoyed the movie and intend to see It several times more. There 

is so much to see fn the picture that it Is Impossible to take it all fn. | have several serious criti- 
cisms about the plot, about ignored or unanswered questions, about what is obviously left on the cutting 
room floor, and about timing/pacing. But the sense of optimism and the feeling of awe the film Invokes, 
plus the sheer joy of seeing everyone again, makes me glad to be alive. What a beautiful ship, what 
glorious use of opticals, such magnificent music, what [tntriguing possibilities for the future. It 

is not a great film, but it fs a good one about the Enterperise, and we have not been let down despite 

all the compromises made to get the thing out in any form. No one ! have talked to Is satisfied complete- 
ly, but everyone is happy that it has turned out well. So am 1, and I intend to let both Paramount 

and Mr. Roddenberry know Just what | liked and did not like, as well as some suggestions for the future. 


from Karen Hunter | did enjoy seeing everything, hearing everyone's voice again, seeing the changes 
in the ship. Dozens of things cry out to be elaborated on — all the symbols, al! the other aliens 

we only saw for moments, what Vulcan is really like. | was enthralled by the ship. Enterprise did 
not look at all like a mineature. The space scenes were beautiful and open dozens of possibilities 

for new story lines. What happened to VJur/I|fa/Decker after the transcendence? Where did I+ go? 

(Re the letters from SIG members on ST:TMP) ... It's fascinating to see what goes on In other people's 
minds having seen the same movie | did, yet reacting to it differently. OK folks, so we've all figured 
out by now that Gene Roddenberry may be ST's creator, but he Is not The Creator, and the movie shows 
as much of Robert Wise and Harold Livingston as of GR. After | went back and saw the movie a few more 
times, | liked it better and better. There was simply more there than was possible to see the first 
time around, Including some of the things that people have been saying weren't there. Do you suppose 
that is part of the problem? We've all seen each TV episode so many times that all the details and 
"business" are clear to us. But how many of us actually picked up all that on the first time around? 
There are a couple of TV shows that | disliked intensely the first time around (PLATO'S STEPCHILDREN, 
for one) and in which | failed to pick up on many of the minor Ingredients. Now that they are more 
familiar, ! have had a chance to think and realize that they are as essential to the whole as any of 
the others. 

| think this Is true of ST:TMP as well. Kirk and Spock were not our remembrance of them: Kirk 
was stubborn, selfish, egotistical, past the liking point. Spock was priggish and insufferable. Of 
course, it made the dramatic Sickbay scene that much more effective, but since Our Heroes were certainly 
less than heroic for over half the movie, | think this has a lot to do with people's reactions. They 
are sucking their thumbs and running for their security blanket by saying "This isn't Star Trek.” But 
If you are honest with yourself and remember that we are a biased audience with preconceived notions, 


you will have to admit the movie was effective. The characters were not dull, and the hardware was 
not all-emcompassing. Sure, the changes were obvious -- because we were looking for them. We'd have 


hardly noticed some of it if we were coming into the movie cold. And | regret a lot of things that 
weren't there -~ but it was only two hours long. | think that if | were seeing ST:TMP for the first 
time, | would feel exactly as ! did when | saw THE SQUIRE OF GOTHOS, my first ST show. | saw space 
travel as a real entity, an experience that was an accepted part of life, not as a new challenge. | 
saw aliens acccepted into the human world, a captain who may not always be right but who gave it his 
best shot, people who were not afraid to be themselves, and a solution which was not forced or "might 
makes right" or any of the trite answers that space opera tends ot use. That's what | loved from the 
very beginning and what is still there. The rest of it came later and every element does not have to 


be in every single episode, if you accept the basic premise and format. | hope ST continues for the 
next dozen years or more, with a new one every two years. I'II see every one! 
from MIKE KOENIGSBERG Personally, | am of mixed feelings concerning the Movie. | enjoyed the new 


looks of the Enterprise exterior and marvelled at the exquisite detail of the ship. Interiors were 

both good and bad. | wonder why the ship was kept so dim and dismal, especially the bridge. In the 
television show, everything was so bright and cheery, seeming to be more pleasant a place to be ... 

| was not impressed with the Engineering section. The spaciousness that would have indicated the amount 
of power to be produced was lacking. So we iooked up and down at a power tube. Big deal. I'Il grant 
that the sets had a better look to them. The Rec Area? Interesting enough. Why was it deserted when 
Decker and Ilia were there? Cargo area? S'Alright. The Captain's cabin seemed particularly cold and 
lifeless. ! almost got the impression that everyone was just visiting, rather than living there (the 
whole ship) as was the case In the TV series. I'm willing to be convinced otherwise, however see. 

[ will say that 1 did enjoy the music and the new uniform looks and the new transporter effect (and 
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I'd like to remind people that there has never been a consistent explanation for the way In which the 
transporter is supposed to work.) In Blish's book, Spock Must Die! an explanation Its glven of a Dirac 
state, supposedly an equivalent situation to transfer a person or cargo from one place to another. 
Foster's STAR LOG series continually had the characters playing games with the transporter, mentioning 
that it retained a memory of the molecular patterns of anyone who had been sub jected to it. And in 
the show, THE ENEMY WITHIN, the transporter did something entirely different. There should be some 
rational explanation that should be adhered to for the future, providing that there Is a future for 
Star Trek on film seo. I'd like to say aword about the Klingons, if | may. There Ts no discrepancy 
over the fact that these Klingons were of a different racial type than their predecessors. After all, 
we know that their hegemony as the Klingon Emptre which would Imply that they have more than a few planets 
under their dominion. These beings merely Inhabit one of the Klingon dominated planets that our heroes 
haven't run into yet (figuratively, of course). 


from Ginny Thorn eee After reading some of the other fan reviews | realized that | had also formed 
some opinions about the movie. Of course there are the uniforms -—- | didn't Iike them the first time 


| saw them in the press releases. But they are more streamlined and so seem to fit into the modernized 
atmosphere of the Enterprise. The special effects are, In my opinion, the best feature of the movie. 

| agree that the Big 8 didn't have enough dialogue or individual exposure for the hungry fans awaiting 
them. But | see this picture as a prologue of things to come. There must be more to come. 


from Jim Moon In the past several months since ST:TMP was released, I've heard and read the criticisms 
of the Movie. Looking back, | wonder if we were all expecting more than any ST movie could've delivered. 
| was among many who were disappointed somehow after seeing the movie, but |'m not sure how good the 
movie really Is. For example,|!'d never had prior experience with the world of STAR WARS and | could 
more objectively judge that movie. But I've been on the Enterprise. I've fought with Kirk, Spock, 

and the others. | was there. So ST:TMP was not a motion picture to me. It was ... well, another mis- 
Sione My ship was newer and better (but | really Ifked my old ship ... we've been through a lot), and 
my crew was regrouped (and after all that separation pain | went through). So sure, It was good to 

be back but there is a certain amount of pain to be endured. Will we ever get together again ... will 

my Enterprise get so good and so new that I'11 no longer recognize her? Well, time marches on and Star- 
fleet does improve things ... but !|'ve not been keeping up with these advancements. It's frightening 
not to know so much about your worid. Maybe I|'!! live on my memories, It's safer there. Maybe |'m 
getting too old to go where no man has gone before. 
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A GLANCE BACKWARDS AT Tal #1 


-—- a few reactions from the “real workd," ite, some non-Mensan readers 


from Tim Farley eeeVery much enjoyed TREKISM at Length. Al! the 
fiction was good, and the line Illos gave it an even look throughout. 

| especially Itked the T'Racy serles by Vivian Bregman —- superb! I'd 
really love to see more of the series. | also enjoyed Ms. Elerman's 
column on the little errors In the sho. 1, too, love to nitpick, but 

| think Ms. Elerman underestimates the value of rationalization. After 
all, we're supposed to "willingly suspend our disbelief" while watching 

a dramatic story, so little errors which degrade this suspension of 
disbellef might cause one to throw the whole story out as unreal -—- 
losing whatever value the story might have had. By rationalizing, we 

can help preserve this belief in the story. Example: the scientific 
Inaccuractes In THE ENEMY WITHIN, (not using the shuttlecraft, the rather 
incredible idea of sptitting a person In two) are almost enough to make 
one cry (really!), but | still think it fs one of the best Star Trek episodes dramatically. | can ration- 
alize the errors in tt in order to enjoy the true beauty of the story. 

| found an error or two In the trivia quiz -—- Part |, number 39 says that Kirk was first assigned 
to the U.S.S. Farragut. This is not so. True, fin OBSESSION, Kirk says that Captain Garrovick of the 
Farragut was his "commanding officer from the day | left the Academy," but it is also reported that 
Kirk was a lieutenant at the time of the Farragut disaster. But in COURT MARTIAL, it is stated that 
Kirk was an ensign when he served with Ben Finney on the U.S.S. Republic. So, unless he was demoted 
at some point (unlikely) Kirk served on the Republic before the Farragut. Therefore Garrovick must 
have been captain of the Republic, since he was Kirk's first CO. That explains why the captain of the 
Republic didn't show up at Kirk's court martiai: he had been dead for eleven years. 

In Part 111, an alternate answer to number 5 should be REQUIEM FOR METHUSELAH. In number 16, it 
should be noted that there was another U.S.S. Valiant in A TASTE OF ARMAGEDDON, destroyed in their war. 
The Valian in WNMHGB should be the "S.S. Valian," not U.S.S. Valient. Question 24 ts unsubstantiated 
by any information In any of the alred episodes and should not be distributed as "trivia": it is a 
piece of data made up by the fans only. In number 35, Sarek's exact age is quoted as 102.456, thank 
you. As for Part IV, #24, | don't know where. you got that information, but | seriously doubt that 
it was in the episode. Part 1, #7 is unsubstantiated by any data in the show, as is #27 — if they 
didn't say it on the afr, tt ain't Star Trek, that's what | always say. The answer to #55 in Part | 
should be "a Kirontde compound" to be technically correct. 

Excuse me if | just got out of hand, but as | said, | love to nitpick, especially when it comes 
to Star Trek trivialities. Ail in all, TREKIsM at Length was a very enjoyable publication, and | look 
forward to future efforts in this vein. 





from Carolyn S. Hillard ...A few asides on material in TREKIsM: They've really got a peculiar way of 
showing it if the whole episode on Janice Lester ("Little Lady Milque-Toast") was designed to support 
women's lib." She exhibits every stereotyped "female" overemotional reaction In the book. And | was 
really floored by Kirk's comment, "She could have had as full a life as any woman." Call me suspicious, 
but | take that as a very vague comment that could mean practically anything, but immediately calls 

to mind an added unspoken "If only she'd stayed in her place..." 

Poor Dr. McCoy ("Insufficient Data!!!"). Barred from the bridge? I'm sure Spock would be grateful! 
for the peace and quiet but it's a free universe after all, and ! for one am for letting the doctor 
wander around anywhere he wants to. He may be doing his own personal psychiatric evaluations. He does 
prefer to check out things like that first-hand. Or maybe he's just off-duty, and feels like hanging 
out where the action fs. And maybe it's just self-defense. Nobody ever seems to tell him anything 
that's going on and he's there to get his own update. Personally | think he's moonlighting as a reporter 
for The Free Enterprise (see various issues of MASIFORM D). 

| would have made a perfect score on Part IV of the Trivialities Sector but for question #54. 
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Contrary to my own Immediate response | suppose "run ITke heli" cannot be counted as a correct answer. 
(Well, It wasn't phrased what should you do!) 


from Jeannette maddox | recelved my TaL In April and have read It several times since. I have enjoyed 
every page and every word and every picture. The artwork Is superb. | particularly liked the airy 


format and |Ighthearted touches. A zine that is all doom and gloom and heartrending sou! searching 
can be very depressing. So keep up the good work. 


{E's note: thls ts probably fandom's shortest letter column, but since I'm typing this In Florida, 
and the letter files are In Callfornia ....] 
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More Spivia 


Quiz #3: Here we have a matching session. The following actors which have appeared in guest roles 

on Star Trek at one time had (or have now) regular series of their own. Can you name The episode featur- 
ing them, and their serfes? To make it easier, we'll give you the character's name. Warning: two 

or more of these people were In the same series together, so the same answer applies. 


1. Eteanor Donahue/Nancy Hedford 11. Michael Ansara/Kang 

2. Ricardo Montalban/Khan Noonien Singh 12. Ted Cassidy/Ruk 

3. David Soul/ Makora 13. Tige Andrews/Kras 

4. Glen Corbet/Zefrem Cochrane 14. Stephen Brooks/Garrovick 
5. Clint Howard/Balok 15. Frank Overton/El fas Sandoval 
6. Barbara Anderson/Lenore Karidian 16. Charles Dierkop/Morla 

7. William Windom/Matt Decker 17. Vick Tayback/Jojo Krako 

8. Diana Muldaur/Ann Mulhall 18. Yvonne Craig/Marta 

9. Keye Luke/Donald Cory 19. Lee Meriwether/Losira 

10. Robert LansIng/Gary Seven 20. John Daly/Flint 

Ae DAY OF THE DOVE J. CORBOMITE MANEUVER 

B. A PIECE OF THE ACTION L. THE APPLE 

C. THAT WHICH SURVIVES M. WOLF IN THE FOLD 

D. ASSIGNMENT: EARTH N. DOOMSDAY MACHINE 

E. CONSCIENCE OF THE KING QO. REQUIEM FOR METHUSELAH 

F. SPACE SEED P. RETURN TO TOMORROW 

Ge. WHOM GODS DESTROY Q. FRIDAY'S CHILD 

He. THIS SIDE OF PARADISE Re WHAT ARE LITTLE GIRLS MADE OF? 
1. METAMORPHOSIS S. OBSESSION 

1. Polfce Woman 11. Batman 

2. Medical Center 12. Ironside 

>. FBI 13. Gentle Ben 

4. Addams Family 14. Barnaby Jones 

5. Twelve O'Clock High 15. My World and Welcome to It 
6. Father Knows Best 16. Fantasy Island 

7. Broken Arrow 17. Mod Squad 

8. McCloud 18. Fung Fu 

9. Route 66 19. Alice 


10. Starsky and Hutch 
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QUIZ #4: Who said that?? Identify the characters who spoke the following !Ines: 


1. “ts that a girl?® 

2. “It's still hard to believe that a man could die of loneliness." 

3. "if you love me, make him go away." 

4. "in a different reality, | could have called you friend." 

5. “In future, all female crewmembers will let their halr hang loosely down over their shoulders and 
will use restraint In putting on make-up." 

6. "Captain, look at my legs." 

7. “| never kissed a Caesar before. 

8. "By sparing your helpless enemy -—- who would surely have killed you In tike circumstances you demon- 
strated the advanced trait of mercy." 

9. "I've given you back the horrors of war." 

10. "1! never thought I'd make It Into space." 

11. "Because, James Kirk, my dear old friend, | am the proscecution." 

12. “Horrible things -- visitors brought them in their vessel from planet Ingraham B." 

13. "A lie is a poor way to say hello." 

14. "Improve a mechanical device and you may double productivity, but improve man and you gain a thous- 
and fold." 

152 “I've got enough Spican flame gems to last me a IIfetime." 

16. "Billy, baby, | knew they couldn't keep you out of town." 

17. "That, Miss Lincoln, ts simply my cat." 

18. “As it was In the dawn of our days, as it Is today, as it wlll be through all tomorrows, | make 
my choice." 

19. "You are beautiful, more beautiful than any dream of beauty I've ever known." 

20. “Walk carefully In the Vault of Tomorrow." 

21. "I anticipate another ten minutes of life.” 

22. “We are not dedicated to pure logic and the sterility of non-emotion." 

23. "Alexander, Lee Kuan, Napoleon, Hitler,Krotus -—~ all of them are dust, but | will triumph." 

24-2 “1 was looking into my mirror In my quarters, and there he was." 

25. "You'd better make me a mechanic, so's | can treat little tin gods IIke you." 

26. “I fell in battle, pierced to the heart -—- and did not die." 

27. "You have read the orders restricting me to travel only In areas of advanced technology, because 
of what my body carries." 

28. “lI will bear you many strong sons." 

29. "We are here -—- those you knew as the Commissioner and the Companion." 

30. "i don't know how to make people !ike me." 
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THE WALRUS SPEARETH !! 


we” 
by Mike Koenigsberg 


[A few counter-points on Rose Eierman's INSUFFICIENT DATA entries. Contrary to appearances, the sub- 
theme of this zine is not “Let's all pick on Rose" -- she was quite agreeable when | suggested this 
"feedback" article -—- Ed.] 


APPLE PIE: Despite many references on the TV show to the Prime Directive, it seems that the main 
point made was that the rule existed to be violated. This may have been due to the Influence of American 
culture on the show (which after all was an American show). At any rate, In this case, Kirk probably 
felt that the computer's influence was detrimental to the humanoid inhabitants and that thelr culture 
was not progressing. | rather wonder if Kirk ts really anti-machine at heart, In that he risks the 
lives of himself and his crew In many cases when an automated probe would do Just as well, if not better, 
than humans. 

It can be assumed that there was only one Vaal on the planet though I+ probably possessed sub-termin- 
als in each of the villages. The computer really didn't need the "food" brought It by the natives but 
was using this as an excuse to maintain ritual and keep them aware that It was ever-present and 
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ever-watching. Such an advanced computer could easily have used temperature differential between the 
surface and core of the planet to provide It with energy. Other sources could have ut!tIized the magnetic 
tields of the planet or even radiation given off by unstable Isotopes below the surface. It could contro! 
the Enterprise computers by sending an Information beam towards the shIlp and gradually InsInuating control 
of the main computer. We can safely assume that our computers can access material Through a variety 
of sources, Including radio. (This was how they talked to the Nomad computer). 

The soclological and demographical consequences of a weaker culture being “taken over" by a stronger 
culture are striking In their sameness. The weaker culture Is always affected adversely and usually 
declines. It is debatable If the Federation has learned enough to stop this normal trend. 


Follow the Rules: | suspect that the Gamesters of Triskelion were more Interested In the Interaction 
between the new humans (Kirk, et al) and their captive warriors than tn the strict Interpretation of 
rules. The primary point of combat Is to prevall, not to dance around from square to square. | would 
also assume that Shahna was Intrigued by our hero and really wasn't tnterested In merely slitting his 
throat. Judging from Uhura's trainer, the men on that planet weren't all that attractive. 


Donate Mudd: It's safe to assume that deportation is not used In the case of Federation citizens. 
And we have to admit that Harry Mudd Is a citizen despite repeated antisocial acts. Most of his crimes, 
though, are nonviolent and result In no physical harm, merely financial damage to the victims. Is this 
enough to warrant what would be a death sentence by shipping him to the Klingons? | think not! 

| doubt that the KI Ingons would bother to talk with Mudd as he would prove to be a prisoner of 
no value whatsoever to them. Of course, knowing Mudd the way we do, It fs conceivable that he would 
persuade the Klingons as to his value as a double agent. i!n fact, they'd probably ship him back to 
the Federation with full honors!!! 


Children Wil! Be Children: This bit Is better answered by our editor —- after all, she IIves in 
military-type settings and has to move around quite a bit —- how about [+t, Vel? [I'll pass, thank you 
-—- there's not enough room for a five-page discourse, which wouldn't even begin to cover the subject 
—- Ed.) 

If the Federation Is anything [Ike our government, then the ch! ldren probably get minimal education- 
al benefits. There is no reason to assume that they are any brighter than other children. And those 
who are on the colony planets would probably not get anything In the way of special privileges since 
only misfits are apt to want to move onto an untamed planet in the first place -- human nature being 
what it is. Why should the Federation do anything for slightly disloyal people? I'd really like to 
have an ongoing dialogue In TREKISM about this topic. And that ts: WII! human nature change in the 
next few centuries, and will governmental nature ever change at all?  Coments, anyone? 


Shut Up Machine! It's mentioned that the thought of the Enterprise being taken over by machinery 
is horrifying. But take the Space Shuttle, for example. One of the key potnts that has been made is 
that the men merely manipulate the controls; it's the on board computers that actually do all the work. 
They have manual capability for an emergency but | get the Impression that this Is an absolute last 
resort, as they even have a spare computer In a locker, just In case of trouble. Several centuries 
from now, expect more of the same. Besides, man's reaction times could In no way control something 
that moves in excess of the speed of iight. 

We can assume that the ship fs programmed for self-preservation, so to speak. In which case It 
would be necessary for the alarms/klaxons/whatever to set up a ruckus, especially In the case of Yellow 
Allert status. Seems to me that the ship was In that state of readiness Throughout. 

The perscanners are necessary In that each crewmember should be at the peak of physical health 
at all times. Outer space travel would demand It! And If the medical records Indicated that someone 
was coming down with a "bug" of some sort, then that person could be Isolated untt! they were non-con- 
tagious. Imagine the Enterprise with a totally Incapacitated crew, lald low with the 24-hour ftu. 

We must assume that Kirk can only monitor the public areas of the ship without permission. But 
| seem to recall that he was able to look In on McCoy's cabin In THE MAN TRAP from the bridge without 
McCoy's sanction. This development does bode {ll for privacy In the future. 

Concerning the personal thruster unit: this was probably meant for working on the outside of the 
ship rather than for any exploratory missfons. They use the transporter for quick entrances and exits. 


Where Nomad Has Gone Before: This was sheer carelessness on the part of the writers, and the actors 
should have brought them to task for It. On the other hand, It's doubtful that each actor would remember 
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any particular tine. After all, it's been over a decade since they played In the TV show!! 


The Friendly Skies of Vulcan: It's very difficult to postulate the existence or non-existence of 
"extra" moons, stars, or planets in the system of 40 Eridani, more commonly referred to as Vulcan. 

THe problem is that different people wrote the stories and neglected to worry about such a small point. 
Just for the sake of argument, however, we will assume that Vulcan is actually a double planet, rotating 
around a common central point (wholly Imaginary In reality but existing mathematically) in a system 
that contains one star. 

This lends credence to a brand new theory: Vulcan Is not the original home of the Vulcans! If 
should be recalled that Mr. Spock made mention of a migration through space of varfous races during 
the episode BALANCE OF TERROR. Supposedly the Romulans had split off from the main group and settled 
tn the Romulus-Remus system. The key point being that they also settled on a double planetary system 
for their final home. 

Presumably, the original home was destroyed by some cataclysmic event, such as a super-nova or 
unstable core. Or It Is entirely possible that the original settlers of both worlds were exiled as 
having been too warlike back in the dim antiquity of time. This would explain the seeming Incongruities 
of Vulcan: its excessive heat and thin atmosphere, a blosphere In which no life should have developed. 
Or to be more accurate, no intelligent life. The Vulcan people probably brought some animal life with 
+hem (witness the Sehlat, Spock's pet). The le-matya is probably native to Vulcan as it seems admirably 
suited to the harsh conditions of the desert world. 

| think that it can be safely assumed that the sky coloring was an error on the part of the cartoon- 
ist (animator) or whoever was responsible for such things. 


in Search of ... Veger: Presumably, during a Red Alert the hatches would be tightly sealed to prevent 
stray electrical discharges from the shields from "leaking" Into the living areas. Spock was going 

+o violate any orders that were concerned with this and as such, needed the technician out of the way. 
We're all well aware of the Ifteral way that people take their orders at times (though, in this case, 
for good reason) and it can be assumed that Spock didn't see the point of attempting to reason with 

the man. Logically, it saved time to merely utilize the neck pinch and get on with his business. Spock 
should be suspected of being under partial control of Veger at this time. He was compelled to rejoin 
the complement of the Enterprise, seemingly against his original desire to divest himself of human trap- 
pings and conditioning. It wasn't until after Spock's mind was flooded with information from Veger 

that he began to act normally again. Despite his Vulcan conditioning against emotion, Spock would prob- 
ably be too embarrassed to admit to anything that occurred during this time. 


Quick Pick-Me Up: Spock's awareness of the changes In the Enteprise should come as no great surprise 
+o anyone. Many of the changes that were incorporated in the ship were due to things that he and the 
other senior members of the crew suggested. it should also be remembered that while Warp Drive travel 
Is very fast, it Isn't Instantaneous. And there was no mention of how long Veger was travelling from 
the original time that it made contact with Spock's mind. Therefore, Spock could have been travelling 
for a considerable amount of time before he rejoined the ship. I+ can be assumed that he did pick up 
tapes from the authorities on Vulcan and spent the time enroute in studying them. Spock is one of the 
computer experts of note in the Federations and it is safe to assume that the new Enterprise computers 
also incorporated many of his suggestions. The problem of the engines was one of the mathematics and 

as such, easily solvable for one of Mr. Spock's talents. There should have been no question of Spock's 
loyalties! He was cleared for possession of classified materials while on the original mission and 

it ts a safe bet that Vulcans do not defect to any enemy that might come along. That's a trait reserved 
for poor, Iilogical humans? 


The Latest in Fashion: There's a simple explanation. The Federation had probably finally come to 
+he conclusion that a war was Inevitable with the Klingon Empire (the Organians notwithstanding) and 
had decided to make their uniforms more militaristic looking. Originally, the Federation people were 
continuously referring to themselves as explorers but there seemed to be much more military awareness 
in ST:TMP. The Security uniforms, for example, and the discussion of whether or not the new Klingon 
battle cruisers would be more than the Federation could handle. It may be as simple as a new adminis- 
tration coming Into power and wanting to place Its own "mark" upon Starfleet (as did Admiral Zumwalit 
to the US Navy some years ago). . 


sas 


The Doctor's Molecules: The transporter has changed subtly since the first ST shown. If you'l| 
recall THE MENAGERIE (THE CAGE), you'l! remember that they (meaning the transportees) remained tn the 
transporting stance for a number of seconds after the flickering lights and electronic whine ended. 

Later on, the process was accelerated. They now appear to be using a slightly different form of transpor- 
tation. The effects are different and the operator Is now protected behind a radiation shield. This 
could be due to the fact that It was discovered that the original method was too dangerous (referring 

to the time thatKirk split Into two beings). It's been mentioned before that the. show was never consis- 
tent about the explanation of the transporter effect. In the novel Spock Must Die! it was postulated 
that the transporter causes a "Dirac Jump" to occur In which the person or item was moved to an equivalent 
state of being in another location. I+ was also mentioned fn MIRROR,MIRROR that the people could feel 
themselves existing tn two places at once (first the plateau, then the ship, then back again). Personai- 
ly, I'd recommend the use of the shuttlecraft. Or a ladder. 


About Those Weapons: Have no fear, the Earth's stll! here! Once Vejur left this plane of existence, 
its computer: contro! vanished and the plasma energy devices just gradual ly vanish (as did the boojum 
and the snark). 

It can be assumed that the Earth fs protected by orbiting weapons, consisting of phaser and photon 
torpedo stations and others too secret to divulge. That type of weapon would have to be fired in space, 
else the thermal pollution would make our atmosphere a wee bit uncomfortable, would It not? Besides, 
our atmosphere "shimmers" causing | Ine-of-sight firing to be very tricky and not at al! accurate. | 
would suspect that the stations were very similar to the one shown In the beginning of the film 1 
also suspect that the population of Earth was merely told to remain calm; Starfleet probably didn't 
want a panic on their hands at a critical tiem. We would also hope that Starfleet would have inactive 
back-up systems that could have been bought "on {Ine quickly after the Vejer crisis had ended. There 
probably would be, as the regular stations no doubt required maintenance from time to time. 


To Speak of Cabbages: Why shouldn't the Vulcan woman at Gol have long fingernails? I+ may have 
been part of thetr ritual, or signified that she never did manual work, but rather was concerned with 
"higher" matters. 

Supposedly, the Enterprise has energy to waste when the matter/antimatter engines are operating 
properly. And {ft would probably be a psychological advantage to thelr crews that the Federation star- 
Ships didn't have to skulk around the galaxy like thieves In the night. Also to provide a tempting 
target for Klingons and the like; It should be noticed that Kirk usually waited untIl the other ship 
tired on the Enterprise before defending his people and ship. 

If the ship Is composed of dIburntum or similar material, then the Inside need not be braced. 
We're talking about matertals with a structural strength far greater than steei. 

The extra entrance? Remember that the ship was designed to be operated as two entities: the saucer 
hul! and the cigar shaped hull. Hence the need for an additional entryway. 

Ilia's outfit? Probably to give the wearer the impression that the outfit was handmade. More 
of a homey touch, perhaps, or a custom of the Deltans. 

The four souls on the bridge? Probably maintenance technicians who had to be standing in order 
to make the rounds and check the instruments of the entire bridge area. This is admittedly a clumsy 
System and should be Improved. Or It might be that they were the back up people for those already on 
the bridge and had to be ready to leap to any station that might have become unmanned should the Enter- 
prise be hit by enemy fire. 

Labeling of levels on the space station exteriors? If the station was constructed In modules and 
then assembled In space, it would be only logical to assemble it In a certain order. How else were 
the workmen supposed to know which piece fitted to which without the labels? 

Kirk's quarters probably have two entrances: one to the private quarters and one to the office 
areae The plexiglass doors can probably be polarized for privacy (though who would be allowed to rematn 
in the office while Kirk was sleeping or washing up Is beyond me). The officers probably would not 
normally pass through the living area, but Kirk was probably not aware of the new set-up at first and 
not used to it for a time. 

The bridge ceiling? This could have been anything. Probably separate plug-in units designed to 
test the Integrity of the ship's sensor systems. The clear semi~hemIisphere in the center probably was 
a visual deveice used to compare the ship's orientation with the galactic plane. And don't ask me how 
it works -- that's Sulu's department! 
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Why didn't Kirk send for Spock? Lack of time, obviously! This lends credence to the earlier state- 
ment that Spock had been in transit for a certaln amount of time. Scotty made the comment that they 
could have Spock back on Vulcan in three days. Kirk couldn't have made It to Vulcan to pick up Spock 
and then Intercept the cloud In time, even had the engines been working perfectly. 

The phasers of the ship were disconnected only when the main engines were out. They probably felt 
(the designers, that Is) that It the ship was dead In space, then the phasers were useless anyway. 

A foolish attitude if one studies Kirk's loge The photon torpedoes were left functional because they 
involved an entirely different set of Systems. The Impression that | received was that these had to 
do with pressors rather than energy projectors. 

Decker attempted to shut off the computer terminal instead of Spock doting so because Spock's re- 
actions were blunted by the Impact of the Veger mind probe. It could be seen that he wasn't acting 
normally throughout the ffim. Spock probably wasn't comfortable with Kirk stInce he was still torn be- 
tween wanting to be friendly toward his old friend and the discipline of Gol. 

McCoy probably learned about Spock's doings from Amanda who, being human, would have taken the 
trouble to reply to a space gram that the good doctor sent during the time that he was trying to convince 
Kirk to forego his promotion. The impression was conveyed that Spock immediately returned to Vulcan 
at the conclusion of the ortginal five year mission. And as McCoy Is a sometime psychiatrist, It ts 
natural that he would have taken the trouble to learn about Spock's new obsession. 

The devices In Kirk's office? Computer devices undoubtedly, used for {tnformation seeking purposes 
and perhaps to simulate war games and maneuvers on a monitor screen (perhaps the plexiglass was the 
screen! Very convenfent and large enough so that a large number of vartables could easily be shown). 

Immunity Syndrome? Foolishness on the part of the writer. 

Paradise Syndrome. Where would they have searched? And how would they have been supplied for 
any length of time? | suspect that long term missions are not instantly ready to leave. And Spock 
had thought that the deflecting of the planetoid would be a simpler job than it turned out to be. 

Re: Immunity Syndrome. I+ is Just possible that the Federation uses capacitor type devices -—- 
that is, a device that holds an electrical charge for a short time after al! external power is cut off. 
(This ts what makes It so dangerous to work on your own TV set should It break down: the capacitors 
hold their charge for a long time and It is possible to be electrically shocked even though It Is un- 
plugged.) 

In Menagerte, there Is no reason to assume that Pike knows Morse Code. And we don't know how badly 
he was Injured. It is possible that he no longer possessed the ability to concentrate to activate a 
modulator. 

Veger would have looked tremendous from Earth! 

Re: the phaser. If one device can project various types of beams then it can be assumed that they 
are using the same radiation at different strengths -- and this would Imply an adjusting device of some 
sort. The phaser has been seen to emit stun rays, heat rays, destruction rays, and disintegrating rays. 
The adjuster probably controls the intensity. -of sald rays. 

Losira was probably a hologram projected on a pressor field, hence the ability to touch the Enter- 
prise men. 

Spock was attacked by the Veger probe which probably Intended on absorbing him, but was mistaken 
as to which carbon based unit to take. We don't make a fine distinction between ants or bees; there's 
no reason to assume that Veger could or would bother. 

Nothing was said about Sickbay being moved. Besides, McCoy would have just asked someone. He 
never showed hubris when confronted with something that he didn't know (not like a certain Admiral that 
we're all famtitar with!) 

The Veger orifice probably controlled temperature and had to pulse In order to maintain strict 
control over the Internal environment. 

Spock should have had time to learn about the method of operation of the thruster! The device 
was fairly simple, In any event. Just another bit of information to learn on the trip out to the En- 
terprise. a 

We can assume that the Sickbay is kept somehwat warmer than the rest of the ship for the comfort 
of the patients. McCoy would insist on this anyway, knowIng that Spock needed the higher temperatures. 

City on the Edge of Forever. With the time lines shifting it fs not surprising that Spock made 
more than one recording of two possible futures. I+ was this phenomena that caused his equupment to 
overload. The written story implied that the Guardian projected information too fast for the human 
eye to see. The tricorder managed to record this, however. There were some paradoxes that were not 
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explained, such as why the time lines were fouled up to begin with. McCoy did jump Into the past but 
the intrusion was also corrected in the past. Thus, the Guardian should only have projected the "cor- 
rected" time line at the time that the Enterprise people first encountered It. | Suppose that this Is 
one of those mysteries too esoteric to be solved by mere mankind. Perhaps we should ask the Guardian 
itself? It wants questions, doesn't 1+? 


DIVERTIMENTO: I'm fn total agreement with Rose Elerman! Star Trek did a lot for sclence fiction, and 
attempting to analyze some of the seeming Inconststencies can only make us aware of the superb job that 
was done on the original show. May there be many more to come In the futurel! 
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A DEBAFABLE () QUESTION 


The following exchange of opintons deals with an area of fan fiction known as "The K/S Premise", 
le, based on the theory that Kirk and Spock have a homosexual relationship. If this subject offends 
you, please skip this article, which ends on page 133«- | have no wish to force this argument on those 
who are not Interested. However, as an apprectable amount of fan fiction has been written In this genre, 
| fee! it is a valid topic for discussion. Having read and heard a number of debates on this topic, 
| was impressed by the level of reasoning employed here. Far too often such disagreements descend to 
name-calling and emotionalism, and this is a pleasing departure from such pointless squabbling. 

To establish a bit of continuity, the review of Captives by Sandra Cunningham which appeared in 
TREKisM #19 Is reprinted here to provide some background for those who have not read the book in question. 
The letters are printed with the permission of both writers and have been edited slightly, but only 
to eliminate excess materfal which did not deal with the subject at hand. —- The Editor. 


CAPTIVES, by Diana King 160 pages, 83x11", offset, tllustrated by Merle Decker 


The basic plot of Captives is very simple. While buying a birthday present for Spock, Kirk is 
captured by Orion slave traders who plan to sell him as a piece of exotic erotica, the ultimate destina- 
tion being a pleasure house fn Bazrahd. The legitimate government of Orion refuses to interfere in 
the matter -- slavery being quite legal in the area In which he was captured -- and Spock has to find 
a way to recover Kirk without directly Involving the government. And there is an additional comp! ication. 
Kirk Is both TI! and Injured, and Spock can feel his pain through a tenuous mindlink that has grown 
up through the years. 

Now | realize that the slavery bit Is not the most original storyline in Treklit, but few have 
done it as well as Dlana King. Her forte Is characterization, and while the story proceeds to a conclu- 
sion somewhat slowly by action/adventure criterta, the reader fs allowed to savor to the fullest each 
and every indignity heaped on the loyal pair. The story has hurt/comfort, K/S, and hetero-sexual sexplol- 
tation elements, however, Ms King skillfully manages to be erotic without being particularly explicit. 
The last third of the novel, in which Kirk and Spock attempt to deal with the "unwanted and surprising 
emotions" developed during Kirk's recovery, contains extremely well-done Introspection on the part 
of the characters. 

And there are some nice, tacky scenes for us dirty old ladies to savor. For example, slaves are 
customarily given an aphrodistac before being placed on the auction block, and the potential buyers 
are allowed to examine the merchandise publicly and throughly. Kirk's auction is one slave auction 
you're not going to want to miss. And then there's the incredible drunken Spock ... but that would 
be telling. Now don't get me wrong; this isn't just another trashy novel. This is a professional! qual- 
ity piece of adult literature done with love and skIli. If for nothing else, buy it to see how charac- 
terization is done. 

{Ed note: Captives is now out of print] 


FROM: Ginny Thorn -- *8106.12 

First (and maybe of more importance esthetically) the construction is nearly flawless -- a profess- 
ionally presented story in my estimation! And { applaud the novel wholeheartedly except for one thing 
—~ the cast of characters. 1 find that | am beginning to actually resent the casting of my beloved 
Kirk and Spock in the homo presentation which seems to be so prevalent In fan fiction! | think It would 
have been healthier to have used Rand, Chapel, or Uhura in the role of "Captive" and Kirk, Sulu, Scott, 
or one of the other crew members as "Rescuer" -—- and infinitely more believable. Even "Mary Sue" could 
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could have been Incorporated as a main pivot with any number of other characters as secondary ... 

| truly feel that Diana King created the classic form of "characterization rape" in Captives -- 
due probably to the accelerated popularity of soft porn and homosexuality In ST fan writing. And | 
deplore the trend whether | stand alone on the Issue or not! 

The original concept of the K/S relationship, to my way of thinking, was the slow development of 
a brotherly acceptance of each other's weaknesses and strengths -- they become, In essence, "family" 
because of the strain and danger In their world of starships and space exploration. However, recently 
the personalities of the characters have been so bent out of shape by the various writers forcing homo 
endings on the captain/first officer or human/Vulcan association that fans have been led to believe 
that fs the only logical conclusion! 

| offer here a new "problem" for the readers to assess: [f Kirk and Spock are, indeed, brothers, 
literally family (as unspoken adoption or because of the IInking of minds as sometimes happens between 
human siblings), is not a homo situation also classified as incestuous?! Is not that the actual des- 
cription of such a homo relationship rather than simply a form of sexual expression that wishful! think- 
ing writers are attempting to force upon fandom? 

In a time of the destruction of hero images (beginning with Watergate down to Billie Jean King) 
isn't this K/S theme more of a cop-out than trying to explore realistic male connections between two 
very Intelligent, physically attractive (to the opposite sex -- without any doubt), dedicated Starfleet 
officers? (Besides, who's gotng to mind the store while Kirk and Spock are wrestling below decks during 
a Klingon attact!) This about face of two very virile men Is hard to understand. | 

| keep remembering how Spock chose Starfleet Academy over his father's chosen path and how that 
act ultimately became a source of pride to both of them. And Kirk, the serious young cadet with such 
aspiring dedication to studies and graduation did not accept the life of a Starfleet captain without 
also embracing the discomforts of loneliness and [solation wholeheartedly! The premise presented by 
writers of a K/S homosexual theme Indicate that the officers could have their cake and eat it, too, 
an almost incredible concept in light of the importance of their functions as captain and first officer 
of a prestigious starship ... 

Lovers can, and do, divorce each other. So what happens when the flame cools and Kirk or Spock 


tire of the situation -- one of them transfers? In reverse, brothers cannot completely separate them- 
selves -- they are forever members of a relationship no matter how far apart they may fluctuate mentally 
or phsically. The qualities of empathy and concern wili always be there whether they choose to admit 

it or not —- that idea was we!ll-advanced in Captives, fortunately! | think that was what Gene R. origin- 
ally Intended when he created the characters -- they were more deeply committed to each other spiritu- 
ally, to a level that a sexual one could not attain! A sexual Ilaison can occur anytime, between almost 


anyone, for more or less impersonal reasons. But a true brotherly (or sisterly) involvement only happens 
between two completely sincerely concerned individuals and can only be terminated by the death of one 
of them. 

How much more Intriguing, interesting, and difficult that relationship would be for a writer to 
explore! And with the Vulcan mind connection, how much more belfevable and realistic! The superficial 
titilation of sex between two beings is, unfortunately, becoming passé because the theme has been done 
over and over so many times. 

| feel that the characters of Kirk and Spock are above that level, for one reason because during 
their journtes around the galaxy, they have discovered and learned about so many alien sexual practices, 
both bizarre and acceptable, that homosexuality suddenly seems terribly childish and insignificant on 
reflection. And , since the sexual revolution of the 20th century, human (as Vulcan) sexual habits became 
more mature and was eventually assigned to priority levels of lesser importance in the evolutionary 
process. Procreation finally was accepted as the chief purpose of sex, and after allowance of teenaged 
experimentation and resulting boredom, 23rd century mankind relegated other more mentally stimulating 
practices above those of sexual properties. The Vulcans had arrived at the same conclusion much earlier 
in their evolution, resulting in the perpetuation of Pon Farr as the only means of continuing the species! 

Kendra Hunter's “CharacterIzation Rape" In TREK magazine #13 (Ed. note: reprinted in The Best 
of TREK#2, published by Signet) covers the question quite adequately, | believe, when she responds to 
the K/S homo theme (back in 78!): "But | wonder if It wasn't the result of writers having nothing left 
to write about." Can't we find writers out there in fandom who can rescue Kirk and Spock effectual ly 
from the sexual mire in which they have become entrapped by insensitive writers? 

End of sermon! If | were a qualified writer | would set out to do just that. {| found several paral- 
lels in Captives to my undeveloped story idea -- basically the same train of thought in a different 


=129= 


setting. But Miss King's expertise fs far beyond mine! As | Inferred previously, the story would have 
a masterpiece in my estimation If Itt had not been for the exploitation of Kirk and Spock. Sexual scenes 
are becoming “old hat" .... 


FROM: Diana King -—- *8106.30 
First of all, thank you In advance for printing the review of Captives sent by Sandra Cunningham. 


Every writer should be blessed by such reviews.... As for Ginny Thorn's letter —- | appreciate your 
courtesy in allowing me a chance to respond. Perhaps it ts unwise of me to do so, since these exchanges 
so often result In no-win situations. | really don't feel | have any quarrel with Ginny. After all, 


in reference to Captives, she uses phrases I!ke "nearly flawless,""professtonally presented," and "a 
masterpiece ... If," so how can | attack her Judgement too strenuously? However, having been offered 
a platform, | find the temptation too strong. 

Actually, Ginny did not say anything very specific about the novel. Her letter was mainly a state- 
ment about her position on the K/S sex question, apparently in response to an earlier article | haven't 
seen. Mostly, | feel regret that she used Captives as a kind of take-off point without really addressing 
herself to the way it treated the theme. Her letter was very emotional, so that responding to it makes 
me feel rather |Ike Spock going up agalnst McCoy. There was that extravagant statement about Incest, 
tor example, and the bit about Kirk and Spock “wrestling below decks during a Klingon attack." That 
certainly didn't refer to anything In my book, so It's hard to respond to. 

Furthermore, in the second and fina! paragraphs of the excerpts you showed me, she seemed to be 
saying that she wished | had written a different story — perhaps like a certain one she has often fan- 
tasized. But | have no wish to write her story; | hope she'll! do that herself. | had my own story 
to tell, and It should be Judged on what it Is, not on what someone else would like it to have been. 

But now | suppose | should say something about this business of "characterization rape." The problem 
as | see it Is that Ginny is arguing from a premise that | consider faulty: namely, that to represent 
Kirk and Spock as lovers (or even potential lovers) ts, ipso facto, to push them out of characater, 
to ruin the characterization. Obviously | don't agree. But once she makes this assumption, she ts 
bound to condemn Captives —- and she does, although she makes no mention of any particular place jn 
the story where either man stepped out of character. She just doesn't agree with the book's conclusion 
about where the K/S relationship might be headed. She and ! will never agree on this point as long 
as we start from different premises. 

To me, it seems futile for us to rehash the Great K/S Debate. The arguments generate much heat, 
but little light or movement. What it bolls down to Its that some of us can accept the Idea of Kirk 
and Spock as lovers, and some of us can't. But | hate to say that never the twafn shall meet because, 
believe it or not, | consider myself an occupant of a middle ground. It may comfort Ginny and others 
of her persuasion (or it may not; |! don't know) to hear that | usually fantasize Kirk and Spock as hetero- 
sexual friends, as In Deathdance and "Another Man's Polson." [Ed. note: works written by Diana]. On 
the other hand, Captives is my baby, down to the fast word. So why did | write it? For several reasons 
—- but not, as Ginny implies, to exploit a market. The foremost reason was simply to have fun, to please 
myself by experimenting with some (to me) interesting Ideas; and later, to entertain some willing readers 
who have similar tastes. The other reason was to see whether | could convince myself that Kirk and 
Spock could,under certain special circumstances, come to the brink of a physical relationship. With 
that goal in mind, | tried very hard to keep the characters true to the alred-Trek portrayals. Other- 


wise, how could | belleve the story myself? 1 don't like stories that distort the Kirk and Spock personae, 
either, whether they're K/S stories or gen stories. If | had thought that | had the characters out- 
of-synch in Captives, | would not have gone to press. | have to belfeve that an open-minded person 

will not find that | have twisted Kirk and Spock out of shape, but if such a reader can point to a partic- 
ular place where he or she thinks | did, I'm willing —- nay, eager -- to listen. 


some of Ginny's over-all bias about sex comes through when she says [It would have been "healthier" 
to cast a female as the captive, when she speaks of the "about face of two very virile men," and when 
she gives her view of what the prevailing sexual attitudes will be In the 23rd century. Perhaps needless 
to say, we have very different opinions. | question whether It is really "healthier" to imagine a woman 
being menaced and molested by Thellis and Merlis. | don't see that becoming lovers would diminish the 
virility of Kirk and Spock one tota. And as for the 23rd century, | don't think the people there will 
regard adult sex as boring and unimportant, and | prefer to believe that they will regard a homosexual 
relationship as nelther unhealthy nor childish -- nor Immoral -- but rather as just one possible (and 
not even permanent) choice out of several -- all of them fulfilling under certain circumstances. | 
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also think Kirk and Spock would be more broad-minded than some of their 20th century fans are. 

Another point: I! must take exception to two other statements Ginny makes, one about fans being 
"led to believe that Is the only logical conclusion" and the other about "a form of sexual expression 
that wishful thinking writers are attempting to force upon fandom." | hope there aren't too many people 
who share these views. The pro-K/S people | know have no wish to ram their preferences down anyone's 
throat; they Just want to be able to read and write and print their kinds of stories without being cen- 
sored or censured or accused of defiling Trek. Many are IIke me In saying that there are many ways 
of looking at the Kirk-Spock relationship and that some, but not all, of these ways Involve a sexual 
dimension. Captives was only Intended to be one "What Iff...?" postulate, not any kind of final, defin- 
itive statement. 

Which brings me to a final question. Why, tf Ginny resents the K/S theme so much, did she bother 
to buy Captives? The flier she used to order it stated clearly that it was about the K/S relationship 
and had explicit sex. Did she think | was kidding? 1! am not seeking buyers among fans who cannot stom- 
ach the thought of our heroes as sexual partners. If any of you out there who are thinking of buying 
are offended by the K/S theme, then please don't order the book. But If you are brave enough to try 
it, | welcome your comments, pro or con, especially about the character[zation. 


FROM: Ginny Thorn -- *8107.24 

In response to Diana King's statement that | didn't say anything specific about the novel, fet 
me make it clear that | did appreciate her work as an excellently presented work of art as far as con- 
struction, suspense, plot and conclusion were executed. I'm not too excited by sexual torture as a 
form of entertainment but viewed it as a necessity to display the villains in their ev!! Intents. The 
"mood" of the story seemed accurate enough as far as the secondary characters went and the descriptive 
parts created enough of a picture to enable the reader to "be there" In the mouse's niche. | have no 
quarrel with the story itself, only the cast of characters! 

Ms King’s comments on my “emotional response" to a novel caused a few chuckles on my part since 
| am known to be rarely emotional about much of anything (my husband's traditional nickname for me Is 
“old stoneface"), but recently | have been aware of rising blood pressure In a few Instances such as: 

-~ the shooting of prominent people al! over the world 

—- green fruit in the supermarket that takes days to ripen only to rot during the process 

——- re-runs of rejects on TV all summer and 

-- Kirk and Spock becoming homosexuals! 

There [s not much | can do about the first three on the list but | can certainly protest the fourth, 
especially since | feel it is a distinct departure from the established outlines of the characters’ 
original creations. Once again | must refer to Kendra Hunter's article "Characterization Rape" which 
says all of It so well. Of course, writers are permitted great liberties when composing stories in 
science fiction and fantasy, and Star Trek writers have taken a liberal share of same. | have accumulated 
a good cross section, | believe, of fan fiction with many treatments of episode continuations, Mary 
sue, hurt/comfort, and “adult" interpretations —- the latter seemingly dominating more recent publications. 
As a result, if one wants to read material above the sixth grade level, one must indulge in "adult" 
zines or suffer slow starvation! However, | have found two or three mature zines that used adult themes 
sparingly, enough to attract adult readership, yet retained a sense of good taste that allow almost 
anyone to read them. But then there are various shades of "sexually explicit" zines and some of them 
cen be good reading for those forewarned adults who choose them. Again, | feel the extremes do not 
relate to the original concept of Star Trek but would fit almost any cast assigned to the writer, other- 
wise. 

Going a bit further: {| do not feel that Kirk has reached that final level for complete trust in 
Spock's motives In order to respond to a simple touch as portrayed in the auction scene. Kirk has always 
been a teeny bit suspicious of the alien half of his first officer, and | do not think that Kirk's rellet 
In seeing him there at the auction was enough to overcome his embarassment In order to "give rise to" 
certain emotions (pardon my Innuendo)! Kirk's seduction by methods of manipulation or drugs could have 
probably been authentic since he has been thought to be sexually active In the alred episodes. But 
Spock's sexual nature has always been relegated to secrecy, biological function, and a certain amount 


of careful speculation by the crew -- so that his sudden emotional capitulation to homosexuality seems 
a bit much for one story to establish (at a time). 
As for the great K/S debate ——- | did not join the Star Trek movement to become Involved In political, 
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personal, or sexual controversies! | am merely exercising my rights as a reader to express an opinion 
of a theme which | feel Is out of character. | can only go by the guideline of the alred episodes and 
feel that stepping beyond Is a deviation of that premise. Also, | sincerely believe that the "games 
people play" [n this century will not be the same in the 23rd century where more thought and ener gy 
will be directed towards scientific and technological ends rather than to personal gratification as 
Suggested as being rampant in our 20th century government and public Institutions. We wlll never get 
off the ground In my estimation If we don't evolve beyond our present human weaknesses! 

One final argument, since the homosexual hue and cry has been "homosexuals are born, not made!" 
Does this mean that Ms King believes the opposite by presenting an obviously heterosexual male (Kirk) 
as a budding homosexual (after all these years)? |! find that hard to accept. Or that our two macho 
Starfleet officers of vigorous physical and mental indoctrination could be so wish-washy as to be bi- 
sexual? Somehow that doesn't ring true to me ... 

Again, let me state that | respect Ms King's reasons for portraying K/S in her novel (whatever 
they may be); that is her privilege as a writer. | represent only one fan's viewpoint in this LoC and 
reserve my privilege to speak out. And the soapbox will now be stashed away 


FROM: Diana King —— *8108.19 

| am still somewhat bemused by this business of being cast In the role of a K/S detender. 1 don't 
consider myself to be a writer of flaming K/S porn. Of all my Trek stories (three published and four 
In various stages of completion), only one (CAPTIVES) has been K/S, and it's pretty mild stuff -—- especial- 
ly compared with, say, Gayle Feyrer's work. But | guess the real veterans of the K/S wars have had 
their say and moved on. 

I'm glad that this time Ginny did mention a couple of specific things in CAPTIVES that she takes 
exception to. At least now | know that we are discussing the same book. On the other hand, | found 
the criticism a bit unclear. in referring to the characterization of Kirk In the auction scene, she 
seems to be saying that 100% trust ts essential! before one can be sexually responsibe to another person. 
| can't agree with that. And as for her statement about Spock's "sudden capitulation," | submit that 
the very mystery surrounding Spock's sexuality means that the subject fs open to myriad Interpretations. 
(Hey, gang, was It really only duty that made Spock abandon Leila for "that man on the bridge" once 
the spores' influence was gone?) 1! tried to build into CAPTIVES enough background on Spock's psychology 
and motivation so that his decision was justified and bel lfevable. Ginny was not persuaded, but she 
still left me with the Impression that the reason is her fundamental attitude about human sexuality 
rather than a major flaw tn the novel. 

Naturally, one's underlying assumptions about sex will affect one's view of the K/S question. 

If | have read Ginny's two letters correctly, some of her assumptions are these: first, that procreation 
is "the chief purpose of sex"; second, that sex Is "of lesser Importance" among both human and Vulcan 
activities; third, that sex Is, In fact, “one of our present human weaknesses" which needs to be overcome 
(I! believe she Implied this in the fifth paragraph of the second letter); fourth, that sex therefore 
would not be the most important element in a close relationship between two people; fifth, that to be 
either bisexual or homosexual is surely to be weak ("wishy-washy," "childish," definitely not virile 

or macho). Of all of these, the only one | can possibly agree with Is the fourth. Should the third 

one turn out to be true, I'm afraid the human race won't make I+ to the 23rd century. 

If you find that your views are in line with Ginny's assumptions, then you are probably as Indignant 
as she when when you encounter K/S IIterature. You probably agree with her that having KIrk and SPock 
admit a sexual attraction for each other and begin a physical relationship would not only take their 
attention away from more worthwhile pursuits but also would —~ in your eyes ~—- diminish their mantiness, 
rob them of their heroic attributes, and make them unworthy of your respect. Hence, unwilling to see 
them thus degraded you apply the term "characterization rape" to a K/S story. But | suggest that the 
problem is not so much the way the author has presented the characters as it Is the way the reader per- 
ceives the characters through her own specially-colored glasses, and if any rape Its taking place, it's 
on the reader's side, not the writer's. 

(For an example of real characterization rape, by the way, check Death's Angel and see what Kathleen 
Sky does to Kirk on pp. 31-32 and to both Kirk and Spock on pg. 73. Yeccch!) 

In spite of all that, Ginny and | are in agreement now and then. For instance, we agree that the 
Kirk-Spock friendship is a wonderfully complex relationship, and that there is a gread deal yet to be 
written about It that does not involve bedroom antics. |'m all for writers' (me included) turning out 
good stories exploring other aspects of the relationship. But does that mean that K/S writers must 
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1=Chartie Evans (CHARLIE X) 2=McCoy, DAGGER OF THE MIND 5=the salt vampire, In the form of Nancy Crater, 
THE MAN TRAP 4=Romulan Commander, BALANCE OF TERROR 5=Lt. Kevin Riley, THE NAKED TIME 6=Yeoman Rand, 
MIR| 7=Lenore Kariditan, CONSCIENCE OF THE KING 8=The Metron, ARENA 9=Kirk, A TASTE OF ARMAGEDDON 
10=Capt. John Christopher, TOMORROW 1S YESTERDAY 11=L+t. Areel Shaw, COURT MARTIAL 12=Aurelan Kirk, 
OPERATION: ANNIHILATE 13=Edith Keeler, CITY ON THE EDGE OF FOREVER 14=Khan Noonien Singh, SPACE SEED 
15=<Bartender, TROUBLE WITH TRIBBLES 16=Sylvia, SPECTRE OF THE GUN 17=Gary Seven ASSIGNMENT: EARTH 
18=T'Pring, AMOK TIME 19=Spock, ALL OUR YESTERDAYS 20=Horta, using Spock's voice, DEVIL IN THE DARK 
21=Thelev, as the Andortan, JOURNEY TO BABEL 22=Romulan commander, THE ENTERPRISE INCIDENT 23=Garth, 
WHOM GODS DESTROY 24=Uhura, THE THOLIAN WEB 25=McCoy, THIS SIDE OF PARADISE 26=F lint, REQUIEM FOR 
METHUSELAH 27=Ton Sevrin, WAY TO EDEN 28=Miramanee, THE PARADISE SYNDROME 29=Nancy Dedford/Companion, 
METAMORPHOSIS 30=Elaan, ELAAN OF TROYIUS 


1= 


1,6 2=P,16 32L,10 421,9 5=J,13 6°£,12 7=N,15 8=P,8 956,18 10=D,5 11=A,7 125R,4 135=Q,17 


145$,3 155H,5 16=M,1 175B,19 1856,11 19=C,14 20=0,2 


l=tranya 2=Antarean 3=Saurian 4=Kaferian apples 5=Taos lightening 6=garum 7=chicken sandwich and 
coffee 8=McCoy 9=scotch (what else) 10=Trelane, the Squire of Gothos 11=chicken soup 12=Vodka 
13=chockolate wobble, pistachio & appricot 14=coffee 15=They don't of course! 


Decius, BALANCE OF TERROR 

Captain Koloth, THE TROUBLE WITH TRIBBLES 
Philana, PLATO'S STEPCHILDREN 

Dr. Ann Mulhall, RETURN TO TOMORROW 
Romulan Commander, BALANCE OF TERROR 
Tamar, RETURN OF THE ARCHONS 

Melakon, PATTERNS OF FORCE 

Captain Ronald Tracy, OMEGA GLORY 

Lt. Cmdr. Giotto, DEVIL IN THE DARK 


10. Septimus, BREAD AND CIRCUSES 
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A GLOSSARY OF TREK TERMS .. 


Those of us who have been involved in fannish activity for a few years often forget how confusing all 
of this can be at first appearance. It is easy to fall Into the Jargon, without stopping to realize 
that new fans won't have the slightest tdea of what we're talking about. Herewith are some of the frequent- 
ly used terms, areas of fan fiction, abbreviations, and a smattering of whatever else seems to fit this 
category. 
zine or fanzine: a magazine published by fans (as opposed to professtonals) 
prozine: a magazine published by professionals (eg STARLOG) 
trekzine: a zine composed of matertal based on STAR TREK 
genzine: a "general interest zine," sultable for all ages of readers. Can be al! Trek matertal, or 
a mixture of Trek, SF, SW (STAR WARS) 
adult zines: contains explicit materltal of some sort, not sultable for all ages of readers (may have 
descriptive sexual matter, graphic violence, or other controverstal writing); most adult zines require 
that an age statement accompany orders 
age statement: to verity that the buyer is over a certain age (usually 16, 18, or 21) 
alternate universe(AU): a story setting other than that of the original TV sertes or movie(s) 

Mirror universe: storfes based on the episode MIRROR,MIRROR (the one where Kirk wears a gold liamé vest, 
and a savage empire replaces the UFP) 

Kraith: an AU created by Jacqueline Lichtenberg (now a pro SF writer) 

NTM: ("Night of the Twin Moons) — stories created by Jean Lorrah (also now a pro SF writer) featuring 
Spock's parents 

K/S (Kirk/Spock) premise: stories based on the theory that Kirk and Spock have a homosexual relationship; 
may or may not contain sexually explicit matter 

Mary Sue: usually used in a derogatory sense; refers to stories tn which the heroine In young, beautiful, 
and perfect in every way, Including saving the universe almost daily. Generally refers to amateurish 
writing 

Johnny Cadet: male verston of the Mary Sue, heavy on action/adventure and hardware; again, not comple- 
mentary 

Get ‘Em: story in which one or more of the 3 major Trek characters are killed 

Hurt/Comfort: one character suffers In some way (usually physically), and another comforts them. This 
can occur in all areas of fan fiction 

Letterzine: composed of letters of comment on a variety of topics; usually contains news items as wel] 
One~Shot zine: published only one time, not as part of a continuing serles 

Personal zine (sometimes "perzine"): a personal newsletter, relating convention experiences, opinions, 
etc (rather like the family Christmas vartety) 

LoC: Letter of Comment, usually tn reference to a zine, commenting on Its content 

CoA: Change of address 

Fen: plural of fan 

Mundane: used as a noun; refers to someone who has no Interest in SF In any form; not a particularly 
complementary term 

Cons convention; a gathering of fans at a hotel, university, library, civic center, etc, to hear guest 
speakers (actors from the original serfes, fan and pro writers and artists), view films and Trek eplsodes, 
participate In trivia and costume contests, and buy memorabilia from "hucksters" (dealers) 

SASE: self-addressed stamped envelope; always enclose one when requesting any Information from editors, 
tans; also used as a verb (eg, “Sase for ordering tnformation, publication date," etc) 

Pub, pubbing: publication, publishing 

TisM: TREKisM (bimonthly newsletter of the Star Trek Special Interest Group (S!IG] of Mensa) 

TaL: TREKIsM at Length (anthology published by the Star Trek SIG) 

NL: newsletter 

IRC: International Reply Coupon ~ used Instead of a SASE when seeking Information from overseas editors 
(purchased from the post office, usually takes two per response) 

Neo (or neofan): someone new to organized fandom; not necessarily uncomplementary 
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{ pluggola page... some recommencovations 1 


EMPIRE BOOKS: publications by Jean Lorrah, Including many early fan classics stI1! tn print. SASE for 
current |Istings and prices to: PO Box 635, Murray KY 42071. Particularly recommended: NIGHT OF THE 
TWIN MOONS and EPILOGUE (latter Is In two volumes) 


GALACTIC DISCOURSE: current Issue #4 stil! In print: $14.75 FC, $13.36 bk sp hd; issues 1-3 and the 
novel PROCESSIONAL available in reprint from time to time. Issue #5 in production. Send to: SATORI 
PRESS, c/o Laurie Huff, 1111 Dartmouth, #214, Claremont CA 91711 


INTERSTAT: a monthly letterzine, also very current news columns and outstanding cover art. 6/%7 to: 
Teri Meyer, 13924 Jefferson Circle, Omaha NE 68137 


YEOMAN PRESS: variety of zines for the mature fan, including R&R and ACCUMULATED LEAVE. Also calssic 
fiction reprinted in the ARCHIVES series. SASE for lists to: Johanna Cantor, 5465 Vailes Ave, Bronx 
NY 14071 


CLIPPER TRADE SHIP: a quarterly, emphasis on collectors' exchange; $1.50 @, 5/$5.25 from Jim & Melody 
Rondeau, 1855 Fallbrook Ave, San Jose, CA 95130 


POISON PEN PRESS: Publishes SPOCKANALIA reprints, MASIFORM D, ONE WAY MIRROR, and more. SASE for current 
lists and prices to: 627 E. 8th St, Brooklyn NY 11218 


NOME: adult zine, includes K/S material (AGE STATEMENT REQUIRE). Various issues in reprint; issue 
#9 now in production. SASE for info to: Victoria Clark or Barbara Storey, 445 E. 86th St, New York 
NY 10028 


NUAGES: genzine, emphasis on Christine Chapel (including a MIRROR Chapel series). All 4 issues periodic- 
ally in print. SASE to CHECKMATE PRESS, c/o Karen Bates, 1039 E. Spring St, #6, Tucson AZ 85719 


ODYSSEY PRESS: 7 issues featuring D. McCoy, alsoreprints of the classic zine, INTERPHASE; SASE for 
current list and prices to: 12528 Cate Ave, Baton Rouge LA 70815 


MIND MELD: all Trek genzine, excellent production values and established writers; SASE for issues in 
print to: Sandy Zier, 6656 Aspern Dr, Elkridge MD 21227 


IN CASE OF EMERGENCY PRESS; this is a self-serving plug from the TREKIsM staff, who also operate this 
publishing tirm. Works to date include REUNION, a novel by Beth Carlson, featuring Chris Chapel at 
the time of ST:TMP; TREK ENCORE 1,2,3 -- a collection of stories & poetry by Ginna LaCroix, reprinted 
from such classic zines as STARDATE: UNKNOWN, TURBOLIFT REVIEW, RIGEL, NEXUS, etc. SASE for current 
prices to: Kim Knapp, 255 Pine Travera Or, Port Orchard WA 98366 


TIBERIUS PRESS: MATTER/ANTIMATTER, reprints of back issues periodically available; only issue 1 does 
not contain K/S material; AGE STATEMENT REQUIRED for al! others; current issue #5: $15 FC, $13.20 
book to Sandra Gent, 6472 Cascade St, San Diego CA 92122 

ZINE LISTINGS 
DATAZINE: bimonthly, $2.50 @, 9/$15 to PO Box 19413, Denver CO 80219 


UNIVERSAL TRANSLATOR: quarterly, $2.75 @; subscription available through 1986; Susan J. Bridges, 200 
West 79th St, 14H, New York NY 10024 


~These listings are current as of March 1986- 
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THE CONTRIBUTURS 


Herewith a bit of background information concerning our multi-talented writers, for the most part 
expressed in their own words. They were limited to what could be squeezed onto a standard postcard 
—- otherwise we'd have to add another volume! These are in no particular order, except that the procras- 
tinators are toward the end of The section. 


DAVID E. BUXBAUM 


The plump and punning David E. Buxbaum was born sixty years ago In Brooklyn NY, and fn some ways 
has never left. A free-lance writer and photographer, he contributes regularly to several stamp publ I- 
cations as well as to neighborhood Milwaukee newspapers. A dedicated jazz buff, he is a bookaholic 
who shares an over-1,500 volume library with his wife, Dagmar. The library Is heavy Into the classics, 
science~tiction/tantasy, detective/mysterfes, sociology, reference works, psychology and history. A 
drop-out from Long Island University while under the G.I. Bill, his Interests also Include chess, Go, 
horseback riding, Ice skating and kite flying. Hits ambition Is to go back to school for a degree in 
comparative religion. And this is only Chapter One because of the size of the postcard. Asimov may 
claim to have a bigger ego than | have, but then he can substantiate his! 


JAMES Re MOON 


Occupation: Psychologist (Ph D) at Tampa V.A. Hospital and USF Medical School; hobbies Include 
science fiction, Dungeons & Dragons, SF Wargames, chess, computers, and other stuff too sordid to print. 


AMY DO. WHITE 


Currently masquerading as a Domestic Engineer, age 30, | am wife to Skip (Chief Wizzared at WLAS/ 
WOXR) and mother to Jasmine (Jamie), 10, and Laurie, 9. I'm an expert needlewoman, a competent classical 
pianist, a student of the occult, a Trekkie since season one, a ham (WD4GXJ), and a recluse (though 
| welcome correspondence). ! speak Spanish, German, and Cat, and read Tolkien every spring. 


CATHERINE L. WHITEHEAD 


Occupation: X-ray technician, age 35 (I'm not embarrassed about it); major interests: reading, 
writing, poetry, archaeology, HARRISON FORD (You may use caps for this), horses, dogs, young people 
(work with a 4H youth group), etc, etc, etc. Family: single, living with mother. Education: R.T. 
trom Magee Women's Hospital, AS. from Community College of Allegheny County. 


ROSEMARIE EIERMAN 


Rose is a Spock type with a large dose of Sulu thrown tn, and wishes days had 50 or 60 hours each. 
Her many hobbies tend to center around history, sclence fiction, the fine arts, and travel. She fs 
a member of a local ST club and a regional assistant for WISH, the William Shatner Fan Club. She has 
been known to show enthusiasm for her job as an accounting clerk at an Insurance company -——- usually 
on payday, because then money is available for more fanzines. Inflation has forced her to turn to writing 
to further satisfy the craving, but she'd sure appreciate it If someone would hurry up and invent the 
typewriter Roberta Lincoln used In "Assignment: Earth." 


DIANA KING 


Date of birth: 4-27-41; home state: NJ; occupation: public school-teacher (English — secondary); 
education: BA, Ursinus College; family: married for centuries, 2 sons, 13 & 10. Interests and activities: 
Star Trek (!), writing, reading, calligraphy, bridge, baseball, classical music, history, gardening. 


Vel. THORN (GINNY) 


Major occupation: retired bookkeeper/secretary (presently -- beach bum and cycle enthusiast). 
Interests: music (play organ and piano), swimming (or course!), reading, cooking, collecting smal 
glass animals and owls. Non-interests: contact sports (especially on TV!), house cleaning (yuk), ironing, 
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etc «ee. Education: college drop-out, on-the-job computer training, Red Cross life-saving and water 
safety certificate (Univ. of Dubuque, IA). Favorite authors: Mary Steward, Michener, Flemming; favorite 
composers: Rachmaninoff, Chopin, and Mancini 


ROBERT S. SAYES 


Occupation: cartographer. Education. BS Geography, Florida State University. Age 29 as of *8112.25. 
Interests: space flight, railroading, aviation, bridges, Star Trek and SF; tropical fish, citrus growing, 
etc. Family: live with my parents, no siblings. 


KAREN C. HUNTER 


My age Is old enough to know better; and | went to school when | learned more than was in the curric- 
ulum. Serfously, my life Is too busy because | try to do too much and I'm Interested In nearly everything. 
My idea of heaven Is a large library filled with books, a fireplace, and Spock to play (chess) with. Sigh. 


WANDA BUTTS 


A native southerner, Wanda is a clerk-typist for the Pinellas County (Florida) court system. She is 
also an artist, musician, and composer of ST filk songs. And for several years she was the editor of a 
martial arts fanzine. Single, she itves with her parents and a video tape deck. 


LAVENA KAY KIDD 


LaVena's formal educational background includes 2} years at the Susan B. Anthony School of Nursing, 
and a diploma from the Famous Artists Correspondence School. When not chasing after her 3 children 
(ages 13 to college), she's a professional portrait artist & magazine distributor. Her award-winning 
art has appeared in many Mensa publications, including the national BULLETIN. 


JOHANNA CANTOR 


Johanna is a professional musician and writer, who has been active in fandom forever. She's the 
editor of a variety of currently active publications, Including ARCHIVES and R&R. A resident of the 
Bronx, she's also an excellent tour guide for helpless fans in the Big City. 


DONNA WASHBURN (Moria) 


| am 24 years old, single, and have a BS in geology from the University of Tulsa. Like most Mensans, 
| have a multiplicity of "major" interests -- among them are astronomy, fossfl collecting (mostly inverte- 
brates), sculpting, and spoiling Sara-Zara -- my blonde afghan hound. There is little else to add except 
perhaps to say that although | have been a loyal ST fan since the series began back in ‘66, I had never 
been involved with fandom until | joined TREKisM. Since then, a little over a year ago now, reading 
and writing ST stories has proven to be something of a catharsis for me, allowing me to overcome my 
natural reticence and, at least on paper, release some of my latent lunacy. Thanks 


AMY J. SAENZ 
A native westerner, Amy moved to Charlotte to work for Xerox, and has since worked at a var lety 
of jobs. An aspiring writer, she Is also active In her local SF club. 


BARB PARCELLS 


Barb is currently a student at Michegan State Univ, which has unfortunately Intruded upon her time 
for fan writing. An avowed Klingon sympathiser, she's also contributed material for ANTITHESIS (our 
own Cathie Whitehead is an assoclate editor with that publication). 


RYAN ANTHONY 


Ryan Anthony is an apprentice cartoonist and curmudgeon of nigh onto 25 years who has acquired 
a Massachusetts birth certificate and a Rhode Island BA in the process of traveling outside his Tucson, 
AZ headquarters (Tucson, by the way, is Morris Udall Arizona:, not Barry Goldwater Arizona). While awaiting 
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his 15-minute fair share of publicity, Anthony studies the wisdom of H.L. Mencken and Walt Kelly, strug- 
gles to learn anatomy, coordinates the Graphics Bureau and Pogo Brigade SIG, waits for the Red Sox to 
cop the whole enchilada, and keeps hacking away at comic strips which feature an adorable fat cuddly 
bear and brilliant lanky severe-looking young woman. All the strip needs Is an artist and a writer. 


PETER SCOTT 


Age 20, computer science student at St. John's College, Cambridge, England, Itving in L.A. during 
vacations, moving there after degree. Runs SF and Yoga SIGSs In England, Cambridge U rep, ex-Southend 
rep for Mensa. interested In ST since age 8 (probably less), also SF, astronomy, computers, math, 
parapsychology, writing, media. Spectalize in study of special graphics effects. Love writing letters. 


JEAN McKAY JACKSON 
Jean Is the co-editor of "The Tribal Table", the Local Group NL for Tulsa OK. 


VIVIAN M. BREGMAN 


A resident of NJ, Vivian divides her time between her family and training and showing dogs. Long 
active In fandom, she at one time operated a store dealing with ST memorabilia (The Vulcan Outpost). 
Her story In this Issue of Tal continues a character featured in the first TaL, the Vulcan/Human T*Racy 
cane. 


SANDRA CUNNINGHAM 


Sandee and her husband Fred are both mechanical engineers; they reside with their three small children 
in Stamford, CT. She is also active In their tocal SF club, and writes a regular review column on fanzines 
for TREKisM. 


VEL JAEGER 


This editor was born tn Morin Heights, Quebec, Canada, Immigrating to Florida at the age of four 
with mother, older brother, and grandmother. Now 34, married to a career Marine; smal! creatures infest- 
Ing house include three children (ages 5-10), 2 cats (Harry Mudd & Mitsu). Occupation: artist (mostly 
SF story Illustration) -- other jobs have Included tobacco farm worker, hairdresser, substitute teacher, 
and "printer's helper." Education: BA in German from USF (Tampa). Sig memberships include MenSFan, 
Writers, M-Arts, and Graphic Arts. Other Interests Include films, poetry, needlework (from embroidery 
+o upholstery; costumes), gardening, horseback riding, archaeology (Egypt, Greece, & Rome), travel (espec- 
Tally to cons!). 


TREKiAM AT LENGTH, Past & Future 


All tissues of Tal are continually reprinted; contact Kim Knapp (3023 SE Trxavera Dx, Port Orchard WA 98366) 
for ordering information. Send submissions for future Issues of Tal to Vel Jaeger (2684 Main St, Clearwater 
FL 33519-4607). If you send money to Vel or manuscripts to Kim, there might be an undeterminable delay while 
they shuffle things back and forth. 
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